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BIDDING FOR HER CURVES 


MASON 


Another charity dinner? An auction? I think I’m gonna 
heave. 


“This is the last one,” I tell my personal assistant. After 
thousands of these things, a lifetime spent building an 
empire, and traveling the world, I still haven’t found what 
I’m looking for. 


Who I’m looking for. 

What I really want. 

I need someone to share all this with. 
Not just anyone. The one. 


I’ve searched, I’ve waited. If it doesn’t happen tonight, 
which I highly doubt it will, I’m finished. 


Done. 

One more stupid dinner. Then maybe I'll just buy a 
mountain, go live in a Cave. 

JULES 


Two words strike a morbid fear into my anti-social, 
awkward, very single, and lonely existence: Charity Auction. 


Did I sign up for this? 


My time in exchange for a charity donation, my wages paid 
by the owner of the company I work for. Every dollar 
donated matched by the man himself. 


Mason Thorne. 


The only two words that actually get me to said Charity 
auction. 


Once I find out he’ll be there... once I find out I might even 
get to see him in person... Maybe even meet him... 


But nothing’s ever that easy, I know that. 


My boss from hell seems determined to make not only my 
day off miserable but goes out of her way to make sure I 
might not even make it at all. 


That is until I meet the man himself. 


Way before the bidding starts. Long before the hammer 
falls, I know I’m in deep and we both might just end up with 
a lot more than we bargained for. 


For better or for worse. 
*Bidding for Her Curves is an insta-everything standalone 


instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


J ules 


“I know I signed up for it, but I really do feel sick. I’m 
burning up.” 


There’s a cold silence from the other end of the line. 


If there’s one person I can’t bullshit, it’s my boss, Karen. It’s 
why she’s the boss. 


That and whoever her Malibu Barbie ass blew to get the 
job. 


“Jules,” she finally sighs. “I heard you snorting like a pig, 
laughing with that other thick one. What’s her name?” she 
muses, talking about us as if she isn’t even talking to me. 


“Anyway, it doesn’t matter the charity gala is at six. I’ll need 
you in the office way before then to run out the last of the 
programs. Plus I’ll need you to get my new gown pressed at 
the dry cleaners. If you can be trusted to do that.” 


I roll my eyes and stifle a groan. I can see my eyes in my 
bedroom mirror. They’re narrowed to slits, and not from 


illness. 


It’s Saturday for God’s sake, and this woman is still treating 
me like her personal slave. 


But it’s a job, and it’s the only one I’ve managed to hold 
down for more than a few months. Plus, like I said, the 
witch can see and hear right through me. 


Why, oh why did I sign up for some stupid charity auction? 
Maybe I should have started my fake illness back then, 
might’ve been more credible. 


Karen is still talking, and once I finally come back to earth, I 
hear her listing off anything else that pops into her stupid, 
dumb bimbo head. 


“...There’s the week’s accounts too. I need that formatted... 
Maybe I should run those programs up myself.. they’ll be 
going straight to Mr. Thorne after all..” 


A low animal sound escapes my lips, as my mouth goes dry 
and I feel myself needing to sit down on the edge of my bed. 


I shiver a breath in, feeling suddenly weak and very, very 
wet in the downstairs panty department. 


Mason Thorne. 


“It’s no use trying to sound sick Jules, moaning, and 
groaning won't save you now.” 


I swallow hard, feeling the dry lump in my throat as a result 
of my entire body’s moisture draining south. 


“Did you just say... Mason Thorne?” I croak. 


Karen huffs out an impatient breath. “No. I said Mr. Thorne 
and I’ve already decided I’ll take those programs over to 
him. You can do the week’s account and clean my office 


bathroom. You’re not the only one who’s been ill this 
morning y’ know.” 


I struggle to listen to her. 
I’m already gone. Done. 


The mere mention of Mason Thorne is enough to have me, 
have any woman with an ounce of hormonal activity 
drenched in seconds, swooning just at the thought of him. 


“But it is Mason Thorn?” I ask again, still in shock. “Is he 
coming to the charity gala?” I ask innocently. 


Excitedly, feeling butterflies multiplying in my stomach, 
which I absently run a hand across. 


Wishing there wasn’t so much of it when I imagine Mr. 
Thorne and me... 


“Coming? He’s the guest of honor!” Karen spits. “Look. Just 
get your ass over to the office by lunch, alright?” she says, 
commanding me more than asking me before she slams her 
phone down. 


I let my own phone drop, along with myself, falling back 
onto my bed. 


My nervous excitement turns to terror in an instant. I want 
to worry about what I'll wear, how I’ll look but the only 
thing I can really think of is Mason Thorne. 


Mr. Thorne. 
Mr. and Mrs. Jules Thorne. 


Pressing my legs together, I picture him. It makes sense 
he’s hosting a charity gala. He is the richest man in the 
state. 


The most eligible bachelor in the country. 


How the hell did I not know he would be there? 
I don’t really have a hobby, just work. 


If I was to list any interests Mason Thorne would be top of 
my list. Ever since I can remember before I even knew what 
that tingle was every time I saw his picture or heard his 
name. 


He gave a speech at our college once. I actually fainted, had 
to be taken to the sickbay where the nurse thought I’d had 
a seizure because the back of my dress was so wet. She 
thought I’d wet myself. 


No. It was Mason Thorne who wet me, still does to this day, 
this very minute. 


Crap! 


Bolting upright, and I shudder again. My throat feels red 
raw and my joints feel suddenly tender. My head’s pounding 
and I wonder if I’m really... 


No. Oh no, you don’t! 
Ugh! 
I’m not sick. I can’t be. Karen just told me so. 


Rushing to get up off the bed, I feel dizzy, black spots swirl 
in front of me and I feel my knees going out from under me. 


“TIl feel better after a shower,” I tell myself aloud, brushing 
off the obvious. 


“All that talk of Mason Thorne’s gone and done it, that’s all.” 


Yes, that’s it. A nice warm shower. I'll have to wash my hair 
and- 


What am I gonna wear! ? 


I groan again, this time for real. I feel suddenly too tired to 
think of anything, but I need to figure out what to wear if 
I’m actually going to this thing. In the vain hope, I might 
actually see Mason. That he might actually... 


Leaning heavily on the closet door, I scan my wardrobe, 
flicking through what few dresses I have, counting the 
months, the years since I could even fit into any of them. 


The nicest one is from my graduation. Very formal but no 
way it would fit now. It barely fit then and I was the butt of 
every snide comment at that dinner. 


It is dark and hides most of my curves. The ones I don’t 
want to show and it does lift my chest. 


Sucking in my tummy, I unhook it from the rack and hold it 
against myself, studying my front and my profile in my full 
length mirror. 


I close my eyes, telling myself not to get upset, not to be so 
hard on myself. 


It was a year ago, maybe more. 


A part of me wants to go back to bed, gala, and even my job 
be damned. 


But feeling my hand on the fabric, I imagine another hand 
covering it. 


A stronger, much larger hand, lifting mine to his lips as he 
tells me how beautiful I look. 


How much he wants to... 
My phone rings loudly, startling me from my daydream. 


It’s Karen again. 


“Get moving chunk! I need my gown altered too, those 
idiots at the boutique sent me the wrong size.” 


I half smile at the thought, grateful I’m not the only one 
with a wardrobe malfunction. 


“Well?” she whines. “Move it!” she screeches and hangs up 
again. 


Dry cleaner. 
Alterations. 
Two birds, one stone. 


I smile at my own brilliance, then catch myself getting dizzy 
again, leaning on the wall for support. 


I’m not sick, just nerves. I'll shower and eat, then I'll feel 
better. 


After throwing up twice at the subway station, I’m grateful 
for only having eaten a small breakfast, and make my way 
to the office, my own gown in a cover. 


I must be sick, but there’s no way I’m missing a chance to 
see Mason Thorne up close. 


“Jesus!” Karen exclaims as I hang up my own gown behind 
the door, “ You were right, you look like shit!” 


Thanks for the sympathy. 


Thrusting a stack of files into my chest, she announces the 
first of my tasks. “The week’s accounts,” before brushing 
past me to get to her own office. 


“I'm in here!” she calls, summoning me, letting me know 
I’m supposed to follow her around so she can give me my 
to-do list verbally. 


I swoon in the doorway, feeling giddy again. I thought I was 
feeling a bit better, but this thing is coming and going. 


I can see Karen’s gown laid out on her chair behind her 
desk. It looks a lot smaller than mine but probably cost ten 
times as much. 


She frowns when she notices me staring at it, snapping her 
fingers and using her other hand to hold the bathroom door 
open. 


I step over to her desk, meaning to set the pile of folders 
down, but feel dizzy again. The faint reek of Karen’s 
bathroom filling my nose, making me want to retch. 


I fall forward, tossing the files as I put my hands out, 
knocking over Karen’s huge coffee mug plus a tall vase of 
fresh flowers in the process. 


Drenching her brand new gown in a curious colored, floral 
latte splash, I feel the color drain from my face. And it’s not 
because I’m about to get sick again. 


For the first time, I see her speechless. She’s pale too, 
shaking with rage. 


After a moment of mutual shock, I leap into action, grabbing 
some seltzer and a cloth from her kitchenette and making 
for the gown to try and get some of the coffee out. 


“Oh no!” she screams. “You’ve done enough damage, you 
clumsy pig! Hands off!” 


She snatches up her gown, tumbling it into a ball, and 
presses her face a mere inch from mine. 


“TIl have to take this to the cleaner’s myself! You stay here. 
I want those accounts done, my shitty toilet scrubbed, and 
then those boxes of programs taken over to Mr. Thorne’s 
office by the time I get back or you’re fired. D’ya hear me!” 


she screams again, her spit peppering my face as I smile at 
her screwed up face. 


Oh yes, I heard you perfectly Karen. 


Run those boxes of programs straight over to Mr. Thorne’s 
office. 


CHAPTER TWO 


They say in the vacuum of space no one can hear you 
scream. 


What about the vacuum called my life? 


Standing at the window, looking out over a city I probably 
own half of, checking the time on the Rolex I’ve chosen for 
today I’ve just picked from a cabinet full of them, I wonder. 


I wonder how much of this I can take before I actually 
scream into the vacuum. 


Into the void of a life that is Mason Thorne’s existence. 


The watch keeps perfect time, but checking it gives me 
something to do. Something to distract me. 


The view, the palatial office and apartment beyond, my six 
thousand dollar suit and custom Italian leather shoes that 
don’t make a sound on the marbled floors. 


I’ve seen and done it all before. 


Alone. 
My direct line rings from the desk. I know who it is. 


Picking up with no real answer, I breathe in, wincing when 
he reminds me. Then I breathe out. 


Breathing is better than screaming. 


“Well, too bad if I signed up for it. I really do feel sick. I’m 
burning up,” I lie. 


There’s a cold silence from the other end of the line. 


If there’s one person I can’t bullshit, it’s my personal 
assistant, Nicholas. 


It’s why he’s my PA. 


More like my conscience most days, and old enough to be 
my damned father. 


Whatever that feels like. 


“Its a charity auction gala you yourself arranged months 
ago,” Nicholas reminds me gently, almost sounding 
concerned. 


“What are they auctioning?” I ask absently looking again at 
my watch, wondering if I can just buy my way out. Just buy 
everything so I don’t have to make an appearance. 


“Employees and their bosses are auctioning their time to do 
work for good causes. The company’s paying their personal 
time and matching dollar for dollar all winning amounts 
from the winning bidders, with all the money going to the 
charity of the bidder’s choice,” he reminds me, making me 
wince again. 


“And it’s my company that arranged it?” I ask. 


“Yes, sir,” he says gently. 


Nope. No buying my way outta this one, looks like I already 
tried. 


“Aren’t you supposed to be on holiday, Nick?” I ask dryly, 
wondering why he’d be calling me so early on a Saturday, 
even if he wasn’t on vacation. 


Still trying to change the subject too. 


“When was the last time I took a vacation?” he asks, and I 
know the answer because it’s the same as mine. 


Never. 


“Tm only calling because I forgot to remind whoever it is 
you have filling in for me.” 


No one. 


“Someone from the office who’s managing the event will be 
dropping off your personal programs, as well as some boxes 
of the regular ones for you to look over. Familiarize yourself 
with the event, see what’s on offer,” he says with a tone of 
encouragement I don’t like. 


I grunt a reply and look around the office, the gleaming 
light from what must be a half acre of marble, leading my 
eyes back out to the window. 


“T’ll look it over,” I tell him, not wanting to hurt Nick’s 
feelings. 


“But this is the last one,” I caution him. “If you catch me 
trying to commit myself to any more public appearances, 
just remind me I said no, okay?” 


“Very good, sir. Have a good night tonight and if you need 
anything, anything at all,” he starts to say, but I roll my eyes 
instead. 


“Nicholas. Go have your damned vacation will ya? I do 
remember paying for it,” I remind him, trying to turn the 
tables a little. 


Making him feel guilty for a change. 


He breathes through his nose and hangs up. I listen to the 
silence on the line for a moment, wondering maybe if I 
screamed now, would anyone actually hear me? 


The sound of boxes tumbling, and what sounds like a lot of 
expensive charity gala programs spilling across my 
reception area breaks my somber mood. 


I catch a glimpse of myself reflected in the window, 
adjusting my tie, and smoothing my hair back. 


Pity. All these years and Mrs. Right just hasn’t made herself 
known. Guess she misses out. 


I try to tell myself it’s her loss, whoever she is. But I know 
it’s slowly killing me inside. 


For twenty years I’ve waited and watched. Traveled the 
whole world on business, looking for her. 


I’m starting to think maybe she doesn’t exist. That this 
whole idea of waiting for the one is just wishful thinking. 


One more stupid dinner, then maybe I'll just buy a 
mountain, go live in a cave. 


But what I see through the glass of my office door when I 
turn to go. Out there in the reception area. 


It makes my heart stop. 
I stand, froze. 


Glued to the spot. I feel my jaw dropping and an involuntary 
sound escapes me as I study her bent over, trying to pick up 


folders but kicking them further away. 
I’ve never been an ass man. 


But I can see now it’s because I’ve never come across the 
perfect ass. 


Until this very moment. 


I never knew I had a ‘type’ either, only that every woman 
who ever tried to get past more than a handshake and a 
kind word did nothing for me. 


But her. 
She’s here! 


I blink, shake my head, and force myself to grip the handle 
and pull the door open. 


I’m drawn to her without even having seen her face, her 
front. She could have a god damned beard for all I know. 


For all I care. 
She’s perfect. I just know she is. 


I know in an instant that I’ve got a chance at something I'll 
never have again. A chance meeting? 


I don’t believe it. 


I make my own results in this life, and I know what I see in 
front of me is going to be mine. 


All mine. No matter what. 


Each step I take gets more difficult, my dick getting harder 
with each pounding beat of my heart against my ribs. I feel 
my suit pants filled to capacity in three steps and know I’m 
gonna have to cover myself with something. 


I’d prefer my dick to be covered with her. But who knows? 


She could be married, have a boyfriend? Fuck! I mean, look 
at her, of course, she’s... 


I can’t even bring myself to think like that, scooping a folder 
up, I hold it over my aching crotch and decide to stand still. 


If only to stop myself from groaning out loud again. 


Muttering to herself under her breath, she’s completely 
oblivious to me and I use my few moments of being hidden 
from view to study her more. 


Her heart shaped ass hugged tight by her black skirt, 
fashionably long for work. Her thick thighs are pressed 
together and run down to flexing calves as she struggles to 
keep a box balanced in one hand while she’s bent over to 
snatch up programs with the other. 


It’s a perfect view and my body and mind already ache for 
more of her, but I’m still only looking at half a body here. 


With a growing need to see more of her, I clear my throat 
and she jumps up Straight, a little sound coming out of her. 


A mixture of startled, and a light groan, picking up on the 
feeling I’m transmitting straight into her. 


Her back is wider at the shoulders, a perfect hourglass 
figure. The kind women used to have, the kind they’re 
supposed to have. 


Her blond hair comes out of its ponytail in places, covering 
a section of her shoulder that makes me take a step closer, 
wanting to touch her hair, to take in its scent. 


But my eyes move south again. Those hips. Those 
magnificent hips start to move like magic as she slowly 
turns around. 


Hips I want to grab hard as I fill her from the front, then the 
back. Hips I know were made for just one thing. 


Me. 


“T was just...” she starts, but as she turns around, my throat 
broadcasts another, low growl once I catch sight of her 
face. Her full and perfect chest. 


It’s an animal sound. 


The sound a male makes when he’s found his mate. A sound 
to warn off all other males. 


A sound that also brings her into heat, ready for him. 


Her round face is flushed, even looking a little sweaty. A 
button nose sits between a set of full, ruby red lips, gloss 
but no lipstick required. 


Her eyes catch mine. Deep blue, wide and clear. I watch 
with satisfaction as her pupils dilate, her lips wetted from a 
slight movement of her tongue’s tip across them as a little 
pout of frustration forms there. 


Her eyes grow wider still, and her chest shudders once it 
registers who she stands before. 


She drops the box and the few programs in her hand and 
starts to sway, those beautiful eyes growing misty, looking 
past me before she lets out a tiny squeak and starts to fall 
forward. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


J ules 


My mind’s made up. As soon as witch Karen is out of sight 
I’m out of the office and in a cab with the boxes of 
programs, heading straight for Mason Thorne’s building. 


It’s a few blocks, but there’s no way I can manage huffing 
two boxes, and the growing fever I have, which I keep 
telling myself isn’t a fever at all. 


There’s something about his building that makes me shiver 
too and not from the hot and cold flashes I’m getting in its 
shadow as I get out of the cab. 


There’s something else... 


It’s like something is pulling at me, drawing me in. Waiting 
for my change, I look up, not even able to see the top floors 
where it’s rumored the man himself actually lives. 


The cab’s exhaust in my face tells me there’s no change. 


“You’re welcome,” I murmur, hoping he enjoys his tip, and 
make my way inside. 


A wall of security is working to capacity, even on a Saturday 
but then I remember, this is the same building the stupid 
auction dinner is being held in too, so security is tight. 


I show my ID, explain the programs, and the boxes are 
checked through. 


“We'll take it from here,” A burly, short tempered guard 
mumbles, looking at me sideways once he notices I’m still 
here. 


“Uh, I was told to deliver these to Mr. Thorne’s office... 
personally,” I add, trying to sound like I’m in charge when I 
really just feel like laying down again. 


This dizziness, it’s coming and going again. 


The guard puffs his cheeks and scratches his head. He 
watches me, making sure I don’t beep after I step through 
the security scanner. 


He extends his hand to an open elevator. “Be my guest. Mr. 
Thorne’s office is empty. You can go see for yourself. Leave 
the boxes at reception and come straight back down.” 


I feel a little stab of hurt like I must be sicker than I 
thought. 


It actually feels like Mason is somehow brushing me off. 
What a crazy thought. I’ve never even met the man. 


“But I,” I start to protest. The guard looks more impatient 
than ever, so I scoop up the boxes and make my way to the 
elevator, leaning heavily against the brass railing inside to 
stop myself from toppling over from exhaustion. 


The guard’s right. The whole reception area is vacant, nota 
single person to be seen. 


There’s a huge pair of mirrored glass doors behind the 
reception counter, but I remember what the guard said, 
just leave the boxes and go. 


I feel my hands slipping on one of the boxes, and watch 
helplessly as the top one tumbles onto the floor, spilling the 
executive programs in a sea of blue leather and glossy 
paper. 

I curse aloud and bend down to start picking them up. I 
only manage to make it worse, kicking them and skidding 
on them instead. 


I growl to myself, then suddenly feel eyes on me. 
From behind. 


A new feeling washes over me, replacing my anger with 
more of the Mason fantasy I had earlier. I even think I can 
smell a masculine cologne. 


Metallic, but warm with a edge of... 
“Ahem.” 


His deep, throaty sound from behind travels right up my 
legs and into the place I never thought possible to feel so 
strongly, so suddenly wet on a workday. 


I shoot upright suddenly and feel my whole body shiver, and 
my heart starting to sing in my ears as I slowly turn to see 
him. 


It really is him. 


Mason Thorne stands in front of one of those mirrored 
doors he’s opened silently. 


He’s been watching me bent over. Oh my God, staring at 
my huge ass. 


I want to flush with embarrassment, but the sight of him 
cancels out everything. The next sound he makes really 
does something to me. 


It’s like a plug inside me has come loose and all I know is 
forgotten, the only thing I want, the only thing I need is him 
inside me somehow filling that space his low tone has just 
created. 


All low growling sounds aside, the man is a god on earth. 


He’s much bigger than I thought, well over six and a half 
feet. 


My eyes lock with his dark and intense ones with a glow 
deep inside them that burns right through me, all the way 
down to my center. 


I feel my chest bristling against my blouse, but I don’t feel 
ashamed. I feel compelled to have him look at me, to see 
what he’s doing to me. A part of me wants to lift my blouse 
and show him, to hitch my skirt up and beg him to take me 
right here on the cold marble floor. 


What the hell am I thinking? It’s those eyes, that sound. 


His thick dark hair seems to be held in place by the same 
power his whole persona just oozes. A clean shave, chiseled 
jaw, and flawless, tanned skin gives the appearance of 
someone who almost isn’t human, which only shows the 
faintest traces of lines near his eyes. 


No man could look this good. Not in real life. 


His suit shimmers in the full light which he fills it with his 
muscular frame, the slightest movement of his body 
underneath showing a figure that’s as conditioned and 
perfect as the rest of him. 


Naturally, the way my mind’s going my eyes travel south, 
hoping to get the full picture of the man. 


But his huge hands are folded over his groin, holding one of 
the programs I just spilled all over his perfect floor. 


I hear myself trying to say something, but the whole room 
seems to pitch to one side before the floor starts to rush up 
towards me. 


The remaining box and programs fall away, making me feel 
a little lighter. 


I feel like an idiot, my first few moments of meeting the 
most perfect man alive and I’m falling over. 


Probably fainting from fever. 


Although now I can’t decide if it’s an illness or just the only 
kind of fever I know TIl have somehow for the rest of my 
life. 


Mason Thorne fever... and I’ve got it bad... 


I know I’m falling, but I only hear a pathetic little sound 
from somewhere inside me. 


Before I fall too far, I feel his firm hands on me, holding me 
up and drawing me closer to him. 


How he moved so far so quickly is beyond me, it’s like 
there’s some magic rope between us, pulling us together. 


“T got you. I’ve got you now,” I hear him murmuring, his 
huge arm around me while his other holds me up by the 
elbow, leading me back towards the doors he must’ve come 
through. 


I feel like I’m floating. I can’t feel my feet. 


And as stupid as one part of me feels for nearly fainting, 
another part doesn’t care. 


He can hold me like this all day, forever if he wants to. 


I look up, nuzzled into his massive chest and abs, which I 
can feel flexing underneath my soft body, as his heart 
pounds against his chest. 


His eyes are still intense, but bright with concern as they 
narrow, looking away from me only long enough to guide 
me to a low, long couch along a wall in what I assume is his 
office. 


I try to speak, to say something, but being this close to the 
only man I’ve ever had damp mid-day fantasies about is too 
much. 


“Don’t try to speak,” he orders, making me shiver as his 
forearms go under my legs, lifting them up so I’m lying on 
the couch. 


He leans in close, so close to my chest, my hard nipples are 
scratching at his suit so hard I can’t help but moan softly. 


And then I see it. 


His smile, about two inches from my face, his eyes traveling 
from his own view of my chest to meet mine, shining with 
satisfaction. 


“That’s better,” he growls, hesitating with his hand at my 
blouse, moving back a little. 


Being mindful of my own space, which I only want to be 
filled with him right now and nothing else. 


“You almost went over just now,” he observes, seeming to 
struggle to collect himself, but not standing, just kneeling 
down beside me still. 


“Are you unwell?” he asks, again reaching out with his hand 
for my brow, wanting to shift the hair stuck to it, but 
thinking better of it. 


“T... I’ve been a little dizzy today... a fever, I think,” I rasp, 
feeling like I always do whenever any man even looks at me 
or almost gets close. 


They get a different look in their eye once they really see 
me and take in my less than stick thin figure. 


They give a smile, tell me ‘thanks for the offer’, and then 
they withdraw. 


Liking me, but never wanting me. 


I feel my lower lip start to quiver, blubbering something 
about dropping all the programs. 


Out of habit, I tell myself I’m clumsy. Fat, that no man, 
especially Mason Thorne could ever find me even remotely 
attractive. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


I get to take her into my arms... just not quite in the way I 
would like. I’ve never had a woman faint just from looking 
at me but something tells me there’s more to this beauty 
than meets the eye. 


I help her into my office, laying her out on one of the 
couches. I want to do more than just lay her down. I’d 
rather be carrying her off to my bed, but I can’t take 
advantage of her. 


She seems to be unwell, like some sort of fever. 


Crouched down beside her, I have to fight the urge to brush 
her hair back, to hold her hand, and the thousand other 
ways I suddenly feel compelled to show her how much I 
care, how much I want her. 


But I can’t, not right this second. 
That can come later, once I make sure she’s okay. 


Try telling that to the splintering hard mast in my pants 
though. 


I shift uneasily, trying to ease some of the pressure in my 
groin, but it’s no use. Every second being this close to her is 
only making me harder with each pounding beat of my 
heart. 


I finally ask her if she’s been unwell if she’s sick. She admits 
a mild fever and some dizziness but is suddenly more upset 
by the fact she’s dropped all those silly programs on the 
floor in reception. 


After a moment of looking like she’s going to burst into 
tears, she tries to sit up, murmuring something about 
having to go, having to get back to the office. 


I feel panic rise in me, replacing the raw edge of my own 
arousal, the sudden thrill at having been so close to her 
even for just a few minutes. 


“You can’t go,” I order, still being mindful not to follow my 
instincts and take her into my arms again. 


Her eyes widen, then narrow a little. Maybe from dizziness 
still but in the end, they look defiant. 


“T have to go,” she says coldly, and I feel my heart starting 
to tear open. 


“At least let me call someone,” I continue, using my body as 
a shield to try and keep her on the couch when she tries to 
get up. “Your boyfriend...husband?” I venture, hoping the 
answer is no. 


She looks like I’ve just insulted her, shaking her head and 
sitting up, using her own hands to get herself up. 


“No! There’s no on. Now, please,” she stammers, the tears 
starting to flow now. “I’m very sorry but I have to go.” 


I stand to move out of her way. I can’t force her to stay, I 
can’t and would never force her to do anything. 


But why leave? You just got here. 


I’m about to say something, anything I can think of to make 
her at least stay long enough to talk for five minutes when I 
hear two male voices. 


My jaw clenches and I hear another growling sound escape 
me, the warning kind. 


In three long strides, I’m back in reception. 


The floor is littered with programs, with the mysterious girl 
skidding on a few as she bustles past two security guards to 
get to the elevator. 


On guard looks to me, the other has his eyes on her, an arm 
reaching out as he steps towards the elevator. 


“What the fuck are you doing here?” I hear myself roar, 
both men freezing on the spot, shrinking. 


“Sorry, Mr. Thorne. We thought your office was empty. We 
only sent her up to drop off...” his voice trails as his eyes 
stray to the floor once he senses how angry I am. 


“She’s mine” I hear myself grow again through clenched 
teeth, my hands knotted into two fists. 


Then, as quickly as it all seems to have happened, I hear the 
elevator chime and turn to see the doors close. 


She’s gone. 


The guards start murmuring more apologies, one offers to 
chase her down and bring her back, but as soon as the 
doors close, I feel my heart sinking. 


I really thought... 


But she was... she is... 


I try and tell myself a dozen different ways, but honestly? 


If she really was the one, why would she run? Why couldn’t 
she see...? 


My mouth is dry with shock. I feel a little dizzy myself. 


I hear the guards starting to pick up the programs, 
arranging them neatly back into the boxes as I turn to go 
back into my office. 


“T never even got her name,” I say to myself when one of 
the guards pipes in. 


“Ah, sir?” 


I close my eyes, trying not to let my anger boil over again, 
looking up at the black space behind my eyes as I turn, one 
last time to the two guards. 


“What?” I snap. 


The guard who spoke is checking his notebook. “Ms. Jules 
McPherson. Works over at the Gainsborough building, her 
department is organizing tonight’s gala.” 


Jules. 
Jules? 
Jules. 
The more I say it to myself, the more it makes sense. 


Jules. Like the jewels I know she has in that chest of hers, in 
those hips, in that space between her- 


a S ir? n 


I open my eyes, not realizing I’d closed them again. 


I’m smiling now, I can feel my mouth stretching wide across 
my whole face. 


Happy in the knowledge, the reminder that I am Mason 
Thorne. A man who knows what he wants, and more 
importantly... knows how to go about getting it. 


Well, At least I know her name, and where she works. 
It’s a start. 


“Thank you, that’ll be all,” I announce, dismissing them both 
with a wave of my hand and returning to my office, and 
closing the door behind me. 


Still smiling, I pick up the copy of tonight’s program as I sit 
at my desk, adjusting the front of my pants, realizing I still 
have a hard on that could probably cut glass. 


Jules McPherson. 


A name, a work address, and about a minute from finding 
out everything my company has on file. 


I punch in her name on my laptop, scouring the vast 
database of my companies, and there she is... her employee 
profile at least. 


I feel another grunting gasp escape me, her picture filling 
half the screen, her details underneath. 


My finger traces her lips, but my other hand. That’s got a 
life of its own. 


In a second, I have my dick out under my desk, feeling my 
hand pounding against the hardwood underneath, my own 
wood nowhere near relieved by my own touch. 


I need her hands on me, not mine. 


My urge to climax, just at the thought of her is so powerful, 
so strong, but my will is stronger. Slowly, I stop palm 
fucking myself, and bring my hand to where I can see it. 


“T have to save it for you, Jules,” I tell her picture. “Every bit 
of me. It’s all for you now.” 


It’s pointless to try and put it back in my pants though, not 
yet. I haven’t been this hard since... well, I don’t think I 
ever have been, come to think of it. 


Confirming what the guard said, I can see she does work 
just a few blocks away, and I frown when I see her address. 


A rough side of town. Not somewhere I want her staying a 
minute longer than she has to. 


But why run? 
I ask her in my mind, going back to her photo. 


For the first time in probably twenty years, I feel something 
I haven’t ever felt. Self-doubt. 


I know I’m Mason Thorne. I know I own half this town. I 
know I get whatever I want. 


But what if? 
What if she’s really just not into older guys? 


I have to push the thought aside. I can’t afford to think like 
this. 


Leaning back, still keeping her picture up, I put my feet up 
on my desk, noticing how hard I still am. I start to thumb 
through the program. 


Wondering if there’s anything about her in here 
somewhere. 


It doesn’t take long. 


There’s a list of all the candidates, hundreds by the looks, 
who’ve signed up to be auctioned for the charity of their 
choice. 


Jules’ photo is the same one as her employee profile, and it 
looks like she’s auctioning her services for a soup kitchen 
downtown. 


I feel a swelling of something else inside. 
Pride. 


I’m proud of her, putting others ahead of herself, going 
through all the nonsense of some auction style public 
humiliation. 


That’s how I’d see it. 


But when I see the starting bids in a Column next to the 
names and faces, I plant my feet back on the ground. 


Standing, I push myself back into my pants and zip up. 
I feel my anger rising again. 
Starting bid: Twenty-five dollars. 


I notice some of the other girls, even the men have bids ten 
times that. 


There must be a typo? 


Out of habit, I call aloud for Nicholas. Groaning when I 
remember he’s not here. 


It takes a little doing. I’m ashamed to say I’m not quite used 
to having to look up information for myself and even dial my 
own phone calls. 


But in a few moments, I’m talking to someone from Jules’ 
office. 


Someone named Karen. 


A quick glance at the auction program has her pegged for 
five hundred bucks starting bid, although I just can’t hear 
that kind of value in her voice. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


J ules 


I can hardly see through the tears I’m holding back, but I 
feel myself skidding over some of those stupid programs. 


A part of me knows I must be wrong. Mason Thorne just 
carried me to a couch, he was a mere inch from my face, 
practically groaning with... satisfaction? 


But no. 


I can’t believe it. I don’t see how a man like Mason could 
see anything in me, I must have a fever nearing delirium if I 
really believe he’d want me from anything. And now I’ve 
messed up the one job I had all over again. 


Somehow, I make it to the elevators and out of the building, 
back to the street but I decide to walk this time. 


I’m pretty sure the last cab ride took all the money I had on 
me anyway. 


After about a block I start to calm down a little, having to 
stop only once because I still feeling so dizzy. But hey, I 


haven’t thrown up yet, so maybe I’m getting better. 


Sighing loudly, I resign myself to returning to the office, not 
expecting Karen to be their anyway. 


I may as well get started on the rest of the stuff she put on 
my to-do list anyway. I can always just say I dropped off 
those programs like she asked, which I did. 


Kind of. 


She wouldn’t believe me if I told her Mason Thorne was 
there anyway. The man is an enigma, rarely seen by anyone, 
and only briefly when he does make an appearance. 


It’s not as if he’s gonna call her up and tell her there was a 
problem, we’re a small department. A cog in the Thorne 
machine. 


Nobodies. 


Getting back to the office a lot quicker than I thought I 
would, I feel the pit of my stomach lurch all over again and 
the room sway from side to side once I step inside. 


I can hear Karen’s voice, and it fills me with dread. 


Worse than that, once I step past her office door, I can 
overhear what she’s saying... who she must be speaking to. 


It can’t be. It isn’t. 


“Yeah? Well, I’m tellin’ you, whoever you are, we had the 
proofs checked twice during editing and once more before 
they went to print...oh really...? Is that a fact...?” 


She sees me out the corner of her eye and starts snapping 
her fingers, looking mad, and ordering me inside her office 
with a wave of her skinny finger. 


I gulp down hard and feel a painful lump at the back of my 
throat. 


It’s not Mason. He’d never call, not over something so... 


“Well, she’s just walked in, so maybe you’d like to ask her 
yourself,” she says, pressing the phone to her chest and 
rolling her eyes, hissing at me in a whisper. 


“Whatever you did. You fucked it up, idiot! Now I’ve got 
some bug from Thorne’s office crawling up my ass. He’s 
trying to say you sent the wrong programs over. That 
there’s something wrong with them. Deal with it” she spits, 
thrusting the phone into my hand. She sits back for a 
moment with her hands to her temples, then gets up and 
storms into her bathroom. 


Holding the phone to my ear, I feel like the floor’s about to 
swallow me up. I kind of wish it would. 


But as soon as I hear his voice, that deep, commanding tone 
with a degree of concern still, I feel myself melting all over 
again. 


Mason Thorne is calling and he wants to speak to me! 
“Ts she gone? Jules, don’t let on it’s me. It’s Mason.” 


I stifle a squeal as my heart leaps into my throat, it’s like 
someone up there has finally decided some good needs to 
happen to Jules McPherson for once. 


“This is Jules McPherson,” I say, hoping I sound normal but 
my voice sounds like a wobbly recording trying to play itself. 


He exhales loudly, and I can hear a chair creaking on the 
other end of the line. 


“I just wanted to make sure you’re okay. You ran off before I 
could...” 


And there it is again. He stops himself. 


“Before you could what?” I ask, trying not to sound deflated 
again, but it must be a reflex of mine, making sure I always 
come out bottom of the pile. Every time. 


“Before I could go over these programs,” he adds, creaking 
forward in his chair along with the sound of pages turning, 
sounding more businesslike. 


It actually sets me at ease. 


“Well, I think Ms. Perkins... Uh... Karen might’ve already 
said... we had them all proofed before printing.” 


I hear him breathing through his nose and making a low 
sound. Dissatisfied. 


“Well, and this is just an example,” he starts, sounding as 
nice as he can about correcting me, “Next to your photo, 
your starting bid...” he says, and I screw my face up. Rolling 
my eyes and kicking myself for signing up for this stupid 
auction in the first place. 


“Are you telling me those numbers are correct? Next to 
Karen’s. I mean, Ms. Perkins. There’s a much higher 
starting bid and reserve-” He continues. I Interrupt him 
clearing my throat when Karen comes back out of her office 
bathroom, giving me evil eyes and pointing at her watch 
before streaming out into the main office area. 


Mason breathes through his nose again, and there’s a long 
silence between us. I feel all my butterflies coming back, 
wanting so badly to say something more to him. Wishing I’d 
kissed him instead of running away like I did. 


“Pm sorry,” I finally manage. “For spilling all those 
programs... for running away,” I practically whisper, hardly 
believing I’m even having this conversation, let alone 


reminding myself I actually did run a mile when this man 
had me in such a vulnerable position. 


Such a perfect position. 
“I wished you'd stayed,” he says, roughly. 


It’s all he has to say. I feel my heart in my throat again and I 
get the best kind of dizzy just hearing him say those words. 


“T wished I had too... but...” I start to say, and he wants to 
know why I didn’t. 


I know the answer, but I can’t bring myself to tell him. I 
don’t ever want to lie to Mason, not ever but right now, I 
just can’t bring myself to tell him it’s because I think he 
wouldn’t be interested in me. 


That someone like me would never have even a one ina 
trillion shot with a guy like him. 


It seems too surreal a thing to say to such a man, the Mason 
Thorne, to even put myself in the same sentence feels 
foolish. 


Fantasy. 


I should’ve kissed him, let him kiss me. I should’ve lifted up 
my skirt and told him to- 


Karen suddenly appears in the doorway, and I know my 
time’s up. I tell Mason I have to go and register his hurt. 


The space on the line filled with our feelings but neither 
being able to say a word. 


I open my mouth to say something, anything, but Karen 
struts over, pressing the receiver down. 


I can’t believe it. A dry croak is all I can manage. 


“That’s quite enough of that!” she hisses. “What the hell 
were you two talking about? Who the hell was that guy 
anyway?” she probes, pushing me with her eyes, leaning in 
close. 


But I’m still in total shock. 
I hope he doesn’t think... 


But I don’t even have time to think myself, Karen’s list has 
only gotten longer, and she launches into it all over again, 
barking orders at me like I’m some kind of machine. 


I feel like telling her. Telling her that she just spoke to and 
then hung up on Mason Thorne. 


The Mason Thorne. 
But something in me tells me to stay quiet about it. 


I recall his words in my mind, reminding me of all the things 
I think we might like to say to each other but can’t. Not yet. 


‘I wished youd stayed.’ 


It makes me smile when I should be mad. The thought of 
Mason suddenly makes me feel strong when I was feeling so 
ill just a few minutes ago. His voice, the memory of him, the 
scent of his cologne still on me. 


I have to trust, to just know that it’s not my imagination, 
that maybe, just maybe... 


A toilet brush appears under my nose, bringing me 
crashing back down to earth. 


“You can start in there,” Karen grunts. “I have to go to the 
hairdresser’s now, and then pick up my gown that you 
ruined.” 


I look at the phone again, half expecting it to ring. To have 
Mason’s voice in my ear again, to have him tell Karen she’s 
fired. 


But nothing happens. 


“Well, what are you waiting for?” she growls, and I 
straighten, taking the brush and heading for her bathroom. 


CHAPTER SIX 


I know Jules wouldn’t just hang up like that, and glancing 
over Karen’s photo again, then her employee profile, I get 
the picture. 


How do we hire people like that? 


I make a mental note of the charity Karen has chosen and 
also of the one Jules picked out. 


My reflex is to call back, to introduce myself to Karen, and 
maybe ask her to come down for a little chat about her 
performance, but my mind is so full of Jules right now. 


Glancing at my Rolex... again, it’s a good five hours before I 
even have to be at the auction. 


So much for not even wanting to go. 


I’m not sure I feel like going that long without Jules either, 
plus I never actually confirmed she was going. She 
mentioned she was feeling sick. 


Yet she’s at work on a Saturday. 


That’s the kind of employee Thorne Industries is all about. 


My hand hovers over the phone, and I imagine her there on 
the other end, waiting for me to call her back. 


I groan to myself. I’m forty not fourteen. 


She makes me feel like a teenager all over again though. 
These butterflies in my stomach. I can’t think about 
anything else. 


Not to mention this damn hard on. 


Reasoning with myself that she’s not only in the auction 
catalog, but also works for the department in charge of 
organizing the event, I tell myself she’ll be there. 


If she feels anything like the way I do, she’ll be there. 
If all else fails, I have her home address. 


Pacing in front of the huge floor to ceiling windows of my 
office, I start to feel dizzy myself and wonder if this fever is 
catching. 


It’s doing me no good to mope around here, but it’s too 
soon to get ready for tonight and I don’t want to ruin my 
chances or scare her off by just showing up at her office 
either. 


I honestly don’t know if I could control myself if I saw her 
alone again. 


It should be safer at the auction. 


Feeling cooped up, I call down for a car to be ready and 
notice my arousal has finally reached an acceptable level to 
be seen out in public. I head down and decide to go check 
out the charity Jules picked. 


It'll also give me a chance to see her neighborhood. Which 
is about as close as I dare get to her right now. 


Traffic is light, and it looks like rain. There’s more than one 
shitty side to this city and it pains me to think Jules is stuck 
living in one of the worst. 


I find to the soup kitchen she’s nominated as her charity. 
It’s always open by the looks. Parking out front, I decide to 
head inside and have a look around. 


I wouldn’t describe myself as a celebrity, but people 
generally know my face. And it seems the tougher people 
do in life the more they seem to retain the face of the rich. 


But I don’t mind. I’m here to do some good, and not 
wanting to be an asshole, I get in line with everyone else. 


A few people frown and point. One guy gets nasty, asking if I 
really need a free meal. 


I crease a smile, figuring I should expect some folks to be 
taken aback. But I want to get a feel for the place. 


I’d like to see the manager if they’re about. 


“You looking for someone?” A voice behind me asks, and I 
turn to see a man who looks more than a little down on his 
luck, but who can tell based on appearances, right? 


I know people who dress better than I do, live larger and 
have nothing to their name. They just happen to owe a half 
a billion dollars, but everything is relative, I guess. 


“Jules McPherson,” I hear myself saying, sounding 
protective, feeling myself tense up, and loom over the man 
slightly. 


He shakes his head. “Name’s don’t mean much here, buddy. 
Maybe you’re in the wrong line.” 


I turn away from him, not wanting to start anything. 


The line creeps forward and before long I’m facing a 
friendlier, but somewhat confused looking older woman 
who blinks over fogged up glasses as she serves some fairly 
decent looking soup with crusty rolls. 


“Can I help you?” she asks, looking me up and down, and 
eyeing, my Rolex. 


“Pm looking for the manager,” I tell her, “and some 
information about Jules McPherson.” 


I’ve put on my friendly face. Be nice to me and Mason 
Thorne is your new best friend. Be an asshole and... well. 
This lady seems nice. 


J 


“Tm kinda busy right now,” she says. Then looking around, 
she motions to someone to take over for her. 


“Let’s talk in my office,” she says, and I follow her to what 
looks like a broom closet next to a row of bench tables 
which must be the ‘kitchen’. 


I barely fit in the tiny room, but the woman introduces 
herself as Florence and takes a seat on a crate behind 
another crate which looks like it serves as a desk. 


“Are you with the police? Is Jules alright?” she asks, making 
me feel protective of Jules all over again. 


“Why would you think that?” I ask, trying not to clench my 
jaw. 


“She helps out here sometimes, but we haven’t seen her for 
a while. I just thought...” she says, looking past me to see 
the line’s still moving, and then smiles back at me. 


A friendly face, for sure, doing god’s work no doubt. 


“Tm just interested to know more about her and her work 
here. About the charity,” I tell her truthfully. 


Florence gives me the run down, about how they run on 
empty most months. How they have maybe two weeks 
before she'll have to close up. The city used to help out but 
lately, they’ve made moves to close down kitchens like this 
one. 


“Public health risk,” Florence says, looking down. “But we 
all know it’s because of the developers wanting to move in, 
wanting all the poor people out of the area,” she adds, 
almost in a whisper. 


“Developers?” I ask, frowning, looking around the room 
again, and remembering the neighborhood. 


“Yeah,” Florence says, sighing. “That Thorne fella. One of 
his groups of companies anyway, they came in a few months 
back, pretty much told everyone to get ready to move out. 
I’ve heard they bought up most of the Southside years ago 
too, did the same thing. Turned it all into high rise condo’s 
on the waterfront. 


I feel my frown deepen. My eyes narrow and I take in a 
sharp breath. 


“Who owns this building?” I ask her. 


“The city, they own most of this neighborhood. Made some 
deal and sold it all off now. Cheap too I hear,” she sighs. 


I don’t oversee every detail of my organization. But from 
this moment on, I decide to get out and about more often, 
talk to people, talk to my companies so-called leaders. 


“Tell me about Jules,” I ask again, changing the subject. 
Trying to get rid of the bad taste that’s suddenly appeared 
in my mouth. 


“You sure you’re not a cop?” she asks, and I shake my head. 
“Just a friend,” I tell her, “I just want to help her if I can.” 


Florence side eyes me and sighs a little thoughtful sigh 
again. “Jules is a saint, never hurt a fly, and used to come 
down and help out two or three times a week. She lives a 
few blocks that way.” 


Thorne country. 


“A few weeks back, someone got all up in her face, scared 
her. But it happens when you work with folks off the street. 
Not everyone’s always well behaved, some can’t help it 
though,” she reflects. 


I feel my back up again, if the old woman was a man I’d be 
grabbing her by the throat. 


“What happened?” I demand fiercely. “Who hurt her!” 


Florence recoils, and once she sees the look in my eyes, she 
nods to herself. 


“Just someone who needed more help than we could give 
‘em. He didn’t hurt her like I said. She just had a scare is 
all, but she hasn’t come back since.” 


I try to relax, telling myself this was weeks ago. Nothing I 
can do about it now. 


But coming here has only made me more anxious. 


It’s done nothing to help me get closer to Jules, it’s just 
made me want to take her away from all this. To take her 
home. Our home. 


“Did she... does she like it here, the neighborhood?” I ask, 
ready to leave now. I’ve seen and heard enough. 


Florence looks thoughtful again. “I think Jules is happy 
wherever she can make a difference,” she says finally. 


I thank Florence for her time and turn to go. 
“Goodbye, Mr. Thorne,” she calls softly behind me. 

I feel a knot in my stomach, rising up into my throat. 
I can’t bring myself to turn around, I just leave. 


My car is still there, and not a scratch on it. I pass a woman 
bent over who looks up and past me at the no parking sign. 


I scan the street, the soup kitchen, and the buildings 
around me one more time. 


Everyone’s just going about their business, nobody’s 
causing any trouble. 


Just trying to find somewhere to stay and something to eat. 


Once in my car, I punch the dashboard, furious at so many 
things I can’t control, but mostly furious at myself for letting 
my company stand for something as meaningless as putting 
people out on the street. 


People who are already on the god damned street. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


J ules 


If it wasn’t for the memory of Mason, his phone call, and 
this feeling he’s put inside me, I would’ve probably knocked 
Karen out with one punch and quit hours ago. 


It takes everything I’ve got to keep my mouth shut and just 
get on with the job, and she only leaves me because she 
needs to get her hair done and whatever else she’s 
spending time and money doing, once I’ve cleaned her 
crappy bathroom and started on the accounts. 


Probably why she treats me so bad, and probably why she’s 
kept me for so long. I tend to get absorbed in my work after 
a while and today I almost forget all about the auction 
dinner, but never about Mason. 


Not for one second. 


He’s away there under the surface, like a pleasant itch that 
I don’t mind having. 


A part of me wanting to hold off having it scratched until I 
can be sure it’s either the man himself doing the scratching. 


Or I guess IIl have to take the plunge and take care of it 
myself. 


Most likely it will be myself at this rate. 


But something else tells me to be patient, something tells 
me that good things are coming to those who wait. 


As the afternoon drags on, I notice first that Karen hasn’t 
come back, and when I get up to stretch some and switch 
on some more lights, I notice my own gown hanging by the 
door. 


I groan and checking the time, realizing there’s no way I 
can get it pressed, let alone adjusted now. 


Screwing up my face, I consider my options. The first and 
easiest one is to just not go to the stupid auction dinner. 


I’ll pay the donation myself, it’s not as if anyone’s actually 
gonna bid for me. 


But what about Mason? 


I rub my eyes, and then my belly. I haven’t eaten anything 
all day, and this morning’s encounter has become more and 
more a fanciful memory as the day’s gone by. 


I smile at thought of Mason, his chivalry, and most of all, his 
scent, that body. I could go on about it in my mind forever. 


But really? Is Mason Thorne really going to miss me if I 
don’t go to one of his company dinners? 


He must have a thousand hands to shake, important people 
to see. 


I don’t see him pining after me. Sure he did call, but maybe 
he was really concerned about those programs. 


‘I wished you'd stayed.’ 


I look up suddenly. It’s as though the man himself just 
spoke. 


A shiver runs up my spine and I check the time again, 
rationalizing to myself that if I hustle, I can finish what I 
need to, get changed here, and just go to the dinner in my 
old, undressed, probably won’t fit dress. 


If anything, it’s a free meal and I am starving. 


With about an hour to spare, I finish up my paperwork and 
the other jobs Karen had listed for me. Not a bad day’s 
work if I do say so. 


Pity, it’s for free. 
The office phone rings. Karen’s phone. 


My heart stops for a moment and then glancing at the clock 
again, I figure it’s her. 


Or it maybe it’s Mason. 


In two steps I’m picking it up, my heart fluttering as I half 
expect to hear his deep, commanding voice again. 


But it’s freaking Karen. Of course, it is. 


“T don’t think you should be answering my phone,” she says, 
her voice sounding thicker than usual. “But I’ll make an 
exception for today. Did you finish everything?” she asks 
icily. 

I tell her I have, and that I’m about to get ready, but she 
cuts me off. 


“T doubt you had time to do everything, McPherson.” 


She only calls me McPherson when she’s pulling rank, or 
showing off in front of other people. I can hear voices, the 
tinkling of glasses and I join the dots. 


“You owe me for the dry cleaning too, by the way. My gown, 
they had to spend an extra half hour cleaning it,” she slurs, 
and I begin to wonder why she’s even calling. 


I wished I’d let it ring out. 
But it might’ve been Mason. 


“Td better get going if I wanna make it on time,” I hear 
myself saying, trying to sound cheerful. 


Karen grunts and hangs up. 


I just shake my head, telling myself again it could have been 
Mason calling, and that I have to get ready. 


There’s no time to go all the way home and shower then 
change, plus I haven’t even tried to get into that damned 
dress yet. 


I hope a day’s worth of not eating helps. 


I know I can use Karen’s bathroom only because I just spent 
an hour cleaning it myself. There are fresh towels and a 
hairdryer there too. 


I lock the office doors from the inside, just to be double sure 
I won’t be disturbed, and have what must be the shortest 
shower of my life, followed by an even quicker blow dry. 


Something about using work bathrooms, especially Karen’s, 
makes me cringe but I make it. 


Now for the dress. 


Grateful I gave myself the best part of an hour to get ready, 
squeezing into the dress takes longer than I thought and 
makes me all sweaty. 


Dirty all over again 


There are no real mirrors, but the glass door of Karen’s 
office gives a pretty good ghostly reflection of my shape 
squeezed into something that must be at least three sizes 
too small now. 


I suck my tummy in, take a few steps, and then try and sit 
down. 


Crap. 
This is terrible. 


If I was home, I’d change, or just call the whole thing off. 
But I tell myself I’ve come this far, so why not? 


Because I don’t have shoes or a matching purse, and now I 
smell like a jock after trying to squeeze into this damned 
thing. 


‘IT wished youd stayed.’ 


I hear him again. It makes me jump a little and I get that 
same shiver all over. 


Mason. 


I feel a warmth rush from my chest to my groin, even past 
the constricting, straining fabric of my dress I can feel a 
flush of heat for him. 


I pull myself together, a final glance at the time telling me 
it’s now or never. 


A quick rummage through Karen’s wardrobe in her office 
reveals a pair of shoes, still in the box that fit and will do. 
My purse too, who’s going to be looking at me anyway? 


A quick spritz with her perfume too and I pass for... 


“You okay lady? You need me to call someone?” 


... half decent. 


The cab driver looks me up and down, concerned. Maybe 
thinking I’ve been attacked, or worse. 


I politely ignore his concern and handing him the second to 
last of the bills from my purse, I ask him to take me to the 
Thorne building. 


Similar story at the door, with security only letting me in 
because I have a ticket, and my Thorne Industries ID. 


I don’t think it’s that bad, I tell myself. 


Then I catch a glimpse of myself, side on in the foyer 
mirrors, a whole wall of them, transmitting an infinity view 
of myself in a dress that’s way too small and makes me look 
like... I dunno. 


Like I need someone to call somebody to come get me. 


I try and suck my stomach in some more, but I have to walk 
at the same time too, and the two inch heels aren’t making 
it any easier. 


It’s okay, I’m sure it’ll be pretty dark in there. 
Not. 


I’m fashionably late, but it looks like so are half the people 
who should also be here by now. 


Most are congregating around the bar area, with only a few 
people seated. 


I spot Karen, who looks like she’s tossing back glass after 
glass of whatever free booze they have at the table. 


She spots me, and for once seems friendly enough. She 
waves her hands in the air, beckoning me over. 


Not even noticing my dress, her shoes, or her perfume. 
She’s drunk. 


I’m not sure yet if that’s a bad thing or a good thing, but I 
fall into the seat next to hers, grateful to hide behind 
something and having at least one person in the room who 
wants to talk to me. 


The complete opposite of witch Karen at work is drunk 
Karen at a social function. 


She puts an arm around me, telling me how great I look, 
wagging a finger at me for lying to her about finishing all 
my work when she knows I haven’t. 


I get the distinct impression that she drinks a lot, and also 
that she has no real friends. 


I almost feel sorry for her, but she’s not acting crazy or out 
of control. Just very, very relaxed. And a kind of friendly 
which I find unnerving more than appealing. 


I decline the offer for a drink, instead, I ask about Mr. 
Thorne for some reason, hearing myself saying quite loudly 
how I wonder where he is. When he’s going to make an 
appearance. 


Luckily, the rest of the table arrives, back from the bar, 
faces from work mostly, not that I have a lot to do with any 
of them. 


Karen promptly ignores me, latching onto a man who’s 
sitting next to her, leaving me on my own. 


I turn to the woman next to me, and she herself turns a full 
one and eighty, away from me. 


Point taken. 


I sit like that for a full fifteen minutes, until the lights finally 
go down. 


The huge ballroom with around three hundred tables goes 
eerie quiet and our host for the evening introduces himself. 


He’s some minor celebrity, although I have to admit, I’ve 
never heard of him. 


He promises the show will be underway soon, and that, 
unfortunately, the guest of honor, Mr. Thorne hasn’t made 
an appearance yet. 


Called away on business, and that he might not be joining 
us after all. 


I feel myself sinking into the chair, exhaling so hard I hear 
the fabric of my dress tearing slightly. 


Karen murmurs something horrible about Mr. Thorne, 
Mason, and I turn to give her a look, narrowing my eyes 
which she doesn’t even notice. 


If Mason’s not coming, then I’m not staying. I feel like I’ve 
humiliated myself enough already today. 


A tub of rocky road and a bath sounds much more 
appealing than sitting here for another four hours, 
squeezed into this stupid dress. 


I get up to leave, with nobody even noticing. 


By the time I reach the side exit, I feel my lip quivering. The 
tears I wanted to hold back until I got home are coming. 


Someone opens the side door at the same moment I do and 
I walk right into them. 


A wall of man I recognize instantly from his cologne, his 
rock hard body against the flats of my raised hands. 


Mason! 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


After re-thinking my whole business model and trying to get 
a hold of the so called executive arms of my companies I’m 
so late for the charity auction, I almost forget what’s 
brought about this change in me. 


Almost. 
My main reason for living now. 


It takes running right into her as the ultimate sign that 
things are right on track. I want to hold her and to tell her 
everything. 


But she’s has tears glistening in her eyes, and not in a good 
way. 


“Jules, what is it? What’s happened?” I ask her, taking her 
gently by the elbows as she looks up at me. 


Her hands on my chest are like defibrillators, zapping fresh 
life back into me, making my heart pound for her again, 
along with other parts of my anatomy. 


Seeing her upset puts me in a defensive mood. 


Protective, and I remember what the old woman said at the 
soup kitchen. 


Looking around, I try and see who or what might have 
upset her so much, not even thinking for a second it’s 
because she thought I wasn’t going to turn up. 


“T just feel stupid,” she says, her breath shaking. “I thought 
you weren’t coming, and this dumb dress, and my boss.” 


It all comes tumbling out of her mouth so fast I barely have 
time to take it all in. 


Someone else is at my side, eagerly trying to get my 
attention. “Uh, Mr. Thorne.” 


“Not now,” I growl, without even looking, and they quickly 
move away from us both. 


I’m so over this whole auction business before it’s even 
started. I know what I want, she’s right in front of me, and 
it kills me inside to see Jules so upset, whatever the reason. 


Someone else is calling out for me now, from somewhere 
behind Jules, but I wave them away with my hand, eager to 
rest it on Jules’ arm again. 


“Whatever it is, we can work it out,” I tell her, not wanting 
her to run again like she did earlier today. 


I’m never letting her go again, not even for a minute. 


I feel like putting her over my shoulder, walking her up to 
my bed, and claiming her right now. But I have to know she 
wants me, as well as the fact I do have some public 
announcements to make after today’s outing to the soup 
kitchen. 


My eyes have been opened to two things today: Jules and 
the fact my business isn’t really my business at all. 


And I know I have to claim both to be whole again. 


It takes some control, but I hold her at arm’s length, looking 
her up and down if only to convince myself that she’s really 
here. That any of this is real. 


“You look amazing,” is all I can say. 
She rolls her eyes and looks upset all over again. 


“T mean it Jules. You look amazing,” I tell her again because 
she does. 


“You do mean it, don’t you?’ she asks, blinking and sniffling. 


“C’mon,” I tell her. “Let’s get you a seat. I have some 
announcements to make, then we can have dinner here if 
you want?” 


She looks so hesitant like she’s gonna bolt again, but my 
hands are still holding her, and I don’t plan on letting her 


go. 


Eventually, she stabs a little nod, and looking shyer than 
ever, she lets me take her arm in mine as I walk us both 
over to the main tables by the podium. 


The lights come up, and there’s a strange silence as half the 
room stands, and the other half are sort of looking at each 
other, not sure what to do. 


I hear a few snickering laughs, then the slow, fractured 
applause starts. 


I sit Jules down, and whisper in her ear, “I’ll be right back, 
just going on stage for a minute.” 


Her hand clutches mine, and the look of total terror in her 
eyes makes me feel like I should’ve gone with my gut and 
just taken her over my shoulder. 


Not everyone likes to be in the limelight, so with a firm 
squeeze of my hand on hers as reassurance, I bound up to 
the podium. 


I close the hand she just touched, hoping it’s captured some 
of the magic she just transmitted, holding the sensation of 
her on my skin as long as I can. 


Ready to say what I have to say to my so called dream team 
of employees. 


There are the usual acknowledgments. “We are here to 
hold an auction, with all funds raised going to the sponsor’s 
designated charities, with Thorne Industries matching each 
one, dollar for dollar.” 


Perfunctory applause follows, but I can still feel the whole 
room watching Jules. 


“If you all haven’t done so already.” I let everyone know. 
“Download the app on your phones, the link is everywhere 
here in the room,” I continue, pointing to the huge screen 
behind me with the logo for the event and the link. 


“After downloading the app you can bid your top amount on 
your choice of candidate and their charity, or compete with 
other bidders as the evening goes on. And now that I’m 
here dinner can be served.” 


Perfunctory laughter. 


“But I also want to take this opportunity to announce some 
big changes coming to Thorne Industries.” 


My voice drops lower, and a hush comes over the whole 
room. 


When the leader of an empire the size of Thorne announces 
big changes, it only strikes fear into the hearts of the guilty. 


No one else has to worry. 


Thing is, every single face in the room, apart from Jules 
looks worried when I mention the changes. 


“There’ll be memos and updates first thing Monday. So until 
then, happy bidding and enjoy your dinner,” Is all I tell ‘em. 
For now. 


I cast my eye around the room, feeling every set of eyes 
meet mine from the darkness beyond the podium. 


I never said the changes would be bad, and they won’t be. 
But I know for a fact that it’ll be the last meal many of these 
people have at my expense. 


That’s for damned sure. 


I wish Nicholas was here. He’s always so diplomatic on my 
behalf. 


Left alone, I’ve either got my head in the clouds or become 
judge, jury, and executioner when it comes to business. 


Now that I have a better idea as to what’s actually been 
going on, I think there’ll be heads rolling for some weeks to 
come. 


But not Jules’ and my own is screwed back on straight 
enough. 


I make my way back to our table, ignoring the people 
standing and applauding me with gusto now, eager to make 
sure they’re seen to be supporting me. 


Whipping out my phone, I hold it up, knowing that the 
cameras, and the crowd are still following my every move. 


I motion for everyone to do the same, to make sure they 
have the app downloaded so the bidding can start. 


The huge screen fades out then back again, a giant counter 
showing the amounts raised so far and how much Thorne 
Industries (me) is matching, dollar for dollar. 


It makes me growl to myself with dissatisfaction, but feeling 
Jules’ arm touching mine as she shifts in her seat, I remind 
myself what I’m actually here for. 


It makes me feel so calm, so happy straight away. Like going 
to the dentist. I know I have a little discomfort up ahead 
with work, with the business, but at the end of that tunnel... 


I'll make her mine, then nothing else will matter. 
The eyes closest to me all look away. 


Everyone at the table pretends to busy themselves with 
their auction app or making choices from the dinner menu. 


Jules watches me, with a mixture of confusion. Then looks 
out into the darkness of the ballroom, as if she’s trying to 
find someone. I ask her if she’s looking for anyone special. 


“No,” she says quickly. I want to put my hand over hers 
again, but think better of it. I don’t want to embarrass her 
any more than I already have. 


“I think I’ve found what I’m looking for,” she adds 
cryptically, smiling to herself as she looks down at her 
phone, opening up the auction app. 


I wonder who thinks of these things. 


I can remember, not too long ago, you would have a dinner 
or an auction and the guests would actually look at each 
other in the eye, talk to one another. 


These days, even in business, it’s all eyes down and 
everything is communicated in through reports or emails. 


I think it’s stupid. 


Besides, my bids have already been placed and I’ve told the 
people in charge that if I’m outbid, to let me know at once. 


CHAPTER NINE 


J ules 


I pretend to look at the auction app, but truth is, I don’t 
even know how to add it to my phone. Or maybe I just don’t 
want to. 


Actually, I know I don’t want to. 


If Mason hadn’t bumped into me, I’d be home by now, 
crying my eyes out and eating junk food in front of the 
television before a bath and an early night. 


But I can’t let myself think like that. 
He did bump into me, and I do want to be here. 


I just feel like a clown wearing this stupid dress that doesn’t 
fit, having the whole damned building in one room laughing 
at me behind Mason’s back. 


I know he’s genuine. He meant it when he said I looked 
great, I know he did, even if I don’t feel that way about 
myself right now. 


Everyone else, all the Karen’s of the world. 


That’s a different story, and if it wasn’t for Mason’s unusual 
announcement about changes coming up, I think a fair few 
more would be laughing in my face. 


People can be so cruel. 
Our host for the evening, What’s his name again? 


He’s reading of some information that sounds like 
rehearsed ads about the sponsors who helped make tonight 
possible, along with a montage on the giant screen, 
updating the amounts raised so far, plus a little about each 
chosen charity. 


God, I’d forgotten how boring corporate anything actually 
IS. 


Still looking down at my phone, I can feel Mason’s eyes on 
me and I look over at him. 


Up at him really, he’s so close. So big. 


Being this close to him makes me naturally nervous and I 
wonder if I have something else for people to stare at, like a 
stain or something, as if this dress wasn’t bad enough. 


But his eyes are kind, shining with excitement. 


“I know it’s boring,” he observes in a low whisper, leaning 
in extra close, making me shiver when his lip actually 
brushes my ear. 


“Maybe once I’m able to, once the auctions winds down, we 
can pick up where we left off?” 


The look in his eyes suddenly registers with new meaning 
for me. 


I’ve never had anyone, let alone a real man sound like he’s 
anywhere close to wanting to spend time with me... alone. 


I feel my head nodding slowly, and my jaw’s dropping open. 
This is actually- 


A loud shriek from across the ballroom makes everybody 
look up from their phones. 


I feel my own head snap up and look over to where I was 
sitting before. 


I know that voice. 


A low murmur ripples through the crowd and the host at 
the podium gives a running commentary to the total bid 
amounts, which have just jumped to a higher number. 


A much higher number. 


“Well, folks! This is getting interesting. We have a huge bid 
from a mystery bidder. Ms. Karen Perkins and her charity 
have just raised over twenty-five thousand dollars!” 


There’s some enthusiastic clapping, and I can hear Karen 
calling out something stupid as if she’s gonna get the 
money all for herself. 


I wonder if she even understands how this auction works. 
That she has to actually put in some time somewhere to 
help other people for a change. 


Looking up at the screen, I don’t recognize the charity. It 
sounds more like a business name. 


Weird. 


Looking back at Mason, he hasn’t taken his eyes off me 
since he sat down, and I ask him if everything’s alright. 


“Everything’s perfect,” he says, and flashes me that look 
again. 


A look that’s starting to make me feel like I wanna lift this 
dress up some, and let a little of this heat out. 


But I only flush harder, absently picking up a menu. 


“T already ordered for us both,” he says, leaning in again. “I 
hope that’s okay?” 


I smile nervously, and without even seeing my face I know 
it’s a creepy smile. 


I’m just not used to anything like this, and Mason almost 
looks concerned again. But then he smiles that magical 
smile of his. 


It seems nothing can faze Mason Thorne. 


Our table, being the important one, is served first and the 
food looks amazing. 


Small on huge plates, but amazing. I wait for a signal so I 
know what to do next. I don’t want to start eating before 
anyone else, especially before Mason. 


But there’s another announcement. It seems someone else 
wants to bid big on Karen Perkins. 


For goodness sake. 
I feel suddenly ill and I push my plate away. 


Why is that cow getting any attention? She probably 
doesn’t even know where she is by now. 


Looking over at Mason, he’s taken his phone out with the 
auction app open. 


My heart lurches into the pit of my stomach when I see it’s 
him who’s bidding so much... on Karen. 


I feel so hurt, betrayed even. But I try to remind myself, it’s 
his auction, he can bid whatever he wants. 


Maybe he’s bidding that much on everyone? 


I fight the feeling for as long as I can, and my plate gets 
taken away untouched. Mason asks me if everything’s 
alright but I look away, shifting in my seat so he can’t see 
my face. 


“Ladies and gentlemen,” the announcer says in his deep 
baritone. “We only have one charity, one sponsor with no 
bids so far but at just over halfway we have raised a 
staggering one point eight million dollars combined for over 
two hundred charities.” 


The applause is loud, deafening almost and it only makes 
me feel sicker. 


I wonder who’s the only one who didn’t get a bid. 
I don’t even have to look, I know it’s me. 


Getting up, I eye the door again, and straight away Mason 
is at my side, his hand on my back. 


“Jules? What’s the matter?” he asks me, full of concern. 
Worried looking. 


“T have to use the ladies,” I lie and I move away from the 
table, but Mason isn’t letting me go that easily. 


“Me too,” he says, and when I try and shoot him a hurt look, 
he gives me a charming smile, that I can’t help but laugh a 
little. 


“You’re gonna come with me into the stall?” I ask, still 
surprised at how harsh I sound. How hurt I actually feel. 


“Not unless you want me to,” he says, winking and then 
taking my arm, walking with me. 


“What’s the matter, Jules? Should we just get outta here?” 
he asks. 


The closer we come to the restrooms, in the lobby, the 
quieter it feels, and I notice how loud my own voice is when 
I blurt it out. 


“Maybe you’d rather spend the evening with Karen 
Perkins!” I practically shout, turning on my heel and 
rushing into the ladies’ room, slamming a stall door closed 
behind me and starting to sob. 


Feeling like a complete moron all over again. 


What the hell is wrong with me? I must have a fever still. 
I’m acting like a lunatic today. 


I try to cry, but the tears just won’t come. It’s like my 
heart’s not really in it anymore. 


I manage a couple of dry croaks, but then I’m done. 


A part of me shuts down, resigning myself to being fired or 
quitting. Either way, there’s no real comeback for acting 
like such a witch in front of Thorne Mason twice in one day. 


I’ll get my things from the office Monday, right now I just 
want to go home and- 


“Jules? Jules, c’mon out please.” 
Crap. 
It’s Mason, he’s actually in the ladies’ room. 


I guess it is his building, he can do what he likes. 


In a matter of seconds I’ve gone from jealous witch to 
blubbering schoolgirl to unemployed pessimist to feeling 
like I want to curl up and disappear, dying from 
embarrassment. 


“Jules,” he says again, not asking this time. 
Telling. 


I feel that cord again, that invisible rope between us, 
pulling us closer together again. 


No matter how hard I might be trying to ruin whatever is 
happening between me and Mason Thorne, he keeps 
coming back for more, and I can’t stay mad at him for more 
than two minutes. 


I open the stall door. He waits patiently, leaning against the 
sink. 


“Did you really need to go?” he asks, looking concerned. “I 
can wait outside.” 


But I’m good. I sniffle some, then laugh a little. 


“T have bid a high amount on Karen Perkins, yes,” he says, a 
matter of fact. 


I sigh and make an ‘I understand’ face, but it still stings 
when I think about it. 


“Tm asking you to trust me, Jules,” he continues. “Can you 
do that? I don’t have any interest in Karen Perkins. You’re 
my dinner date, in case you missed that part,” he adds. 


I open my mouth, hoping some flash of brilliance will 
empower me with what I need to say to make this right, but 
he rescues me. 


Again. 


Moving in close, so close his whole front touches me, he 
presses a finger to my lips as I stare up at him. 


“Just, trust me, okay?” he says softly. 


I don’t need him to ask me twice. I’d leap off a roof if he told 
me to right now. 


He takes his finger away, and I feel myself straining on the 
balls of my feet, lifting myself higher as his face slowly 
moves towards mine. 


I feel a rush of blood to my chest, my face, and it sings in my 
ears. 


This is really- 


“Oh! Oh, I beg your pardon! Mr. Thorne! What are you 
doing in here?” 

A whole gaggle of tipsy women have just invaded the ladies’ 
room. 


Instead of being mad he’s in here they swarm to him 
practically pushing me out of the way. 


He opens his mouth to say something, but keeping his eyes 
on me, he just backs towards the door. His eyes 
commanding me to follow. 


“Sorry ladies. I thought I was in the gents, uh, excuse me.” 


CHAPTER TEN 


This is becoming more stressful by the minute. If it’s not 
Jules about to run again, it’s being swarmed by crazy 
women when I’m just about to kiss her. 


I make my retreat from the ladies’ room, and fortunately for 
me, Jules follows. 


Gripping her by the hand, I pull her gently behind some 
huge plants in the foyer, hiding us from prying eyes. 


“Like I was saying, I just need to wait for the bidding to 
finish. Then we can go. I’ll have you all to myself,” I promise 
her. 


Promising myself. 
“You'll be all mine.” 


I don’t mean to sound so possessive, but I can’t help it. The 
more time I waste, the more it feels like I risk losing her. 


Somebody else is bidding on that idiot Karen too, who’s to 
say they won’t bid on Jules. 


My Jules. 


It still makes me edgy, and worse now that Jules is upset 
again. 


I just want this part to be over, so I can finish what we 
almost started there in the ladies’ room. 


“You don’t want Karen?” she asks, and I’m pretty sure my 
look says it all. 


“T have my reasons for bidding on her, and it’s nothing like 
that,” I promise her. 


“Now, can we head back in?” I ask her, nervous again. I 
need to make sure my plan goes off without a hitch. 


She agrees, feeling relieved when she’s in my arm’s again, 
and I make sure to pull her in extra close. Her chest on my 
arm, stiffening under my touch gives me a welcome rush of 
heat in my pants. 


There are two worried eyes greeting me as soon as we 
maker our way back into the ballroom. 


Fitch, a legal and finance executive I actually trust who’s in 
charge of bids is shrugging. His eyes bulging. 


What the fuck? 


Glancing up at the screen, the totals are off the charts, and 
the announcer is reeling off the bids being matched and 
then broken by my own. 


Bids for Jules. 


“Stay here,” I command her. “Stay right here for two 
seconds.” 


In three steps I’m hissing in the lawyer’s ear. “What the hell 
is happening? Why isn’t she mine? The auction should be 


over by now.” 


He squirms, and checks his own tablet, showing me the 
bidding. 


“Must be hacked. We have IT and security on it, they’re 
tracing a signal and it’s not coming from the building. 


I grab him by the collar, pulling his face an inch from mine. 
“I don’t give a damn about the money, just make it stop so 
she’s mine!” I growl, somehow convincing myself if I don’t 
win the auction Ill never have Jules. 


I let Fitch go, straighten my own tie and head back to Jules, 
who looks more confused now than anything. 


“Not a Karen bid, I hope,” she quips, glancing up at the 
seven figures on the screen, which are multiplying like the 
national debt. 


I breathe easier, knowing she’s still here. That she’s feeling 
better. 


That’s all I really care about. 


“It’s for a good cause,” I assure her, and watching her as 
she looks up at the screen again, I feel my heart melting in 
my chest. 


I’m in deep, so deep with Jules and I don’t even think she 
even knows it. 


Yet. 


We take our seats again, and the whole room’s buzzing with 
excitement over the amount raised and exactly who the 
mystery bidders really are. 


All eyes are on me again, people waiting for me to flinch, or 
to dread having to match the dollar amount bid with my 
own cash. 


Little do they know I’m bidding most of it anyway and it’s all 
for her. 


All for Jules. 


“Ladies and gentlemen, the new total, with majority bids for 
Jules McPherson and her Canning Street soup kitchen 
charity are... Six million five hundred and eighty thousand 
dollars.” 


There’s a thunder of applause, and I watch with a smile as 
some of those smiling back at me lose theirs. 


Like they want to see me give a shit about something as 
stupid as money. 


I’m glad she’s sitting down because once it registers that all 
those bids are for her, Jules looks pale, like she’s gonna 
faint. 


I pour us both some water, it looks like she could use some. 


“Tell me you didn’t bid that much money... because of.. 
me?” she asks, fading by the second. 


I’m worried she’s gonna slide off her chair, and I sit down, 
moving mine closer and holding her up. 


Before I can answer, Fitch is in my ear again, his hand on 
my shoulder, which he snatches back as soon as I stare at it. 


“Sorry sir, but we got him. Some kid in Nebraska thought 
he’d be cute and make you shell out some more of your 
millions, I guess.” 


I stare back blankly, only annoyed that I’m again being 
interrupted when I’m getting close to Jules. 


“We've alerted the authorities. We’ll follow up with-” 


I wave him away with my hand. 


“No. No police, no charges. I’ll make good on the promise of 
matching the bids,” and turning to face Jules. “I got what I 
wanted and it’s worth every cent.” 


He looks dumbfounded, but he’s gone with another one of 
my stares asking him why he’s still in front of me. 


Twelve, thirteen million, a bargain. And it’s a shoe in for me 
to take over ownership of Florence’s soup kitchen, followed 
by the rest of the neighborhood. 


Buying a development back from my own company? It’s 
probably illegal, but if I’m running at a hundred percent 
loss... Like I said, I’ve got what I came for. 


Almost, anyway. 


“I think now’s a good time to go,” I whisper to Jules, who 
only nods blankly, staring straight ahead. In shock. 


In a few seconds, I’ve slipped out with her the way I came 
in. A private elevator’s at the end of a narrow passage 
leading straight up to my floors. 


My apartment. 
My bed. 
Our bed, hopefully. 


I lock the elevators leading to my floors, meaning we really 
can be alone now. 


I still have to guide Jules a little, she’s unsteady on her feet, 
her mouth gaping. 


I hope she isn’t sick, please God, don’t let her be sick. 


I could go through my office, maybe make some calls and 
let everyone know not to panic. 


But I don’t care about what’s happening down there 
anymore. I don’t care about anything but Jules right now. 


Using a door that bypasses my office and the same keycard 
that only I have to work my elevators, I lead her in and 
close the door behind me, leaning heavily on it. 


Finally able to breathe for the first time all day. 
I’m suddenly aware of my living space. 


No one comes in here, save for the maids a couple of times 
a week, and Nicholas of course. 


I should try Nick again in the morning and I’m gonna need 
his help more than ever with the media over this auction 
business. 


I sigh gently, forcing everything else from my mind, asking 
Jules for the millionth time if she’s alright. 


She’s sat herself down on a sofa, still staring blankly, but 
she manages to finally meet my eyes and laugh nervously. 


“Did you really just bid millions of dollars so I can work in a 
soup kitchen?” she asks, then I notice her laughter again. 


It goes from nervous to almost hysterical. 


Kneeling in front of her, I take her by the elbows again, 
shaking her gently. 


“Jules, Jules! Stop it. It’s alright, it’s over now.” 


I’ve seen people get hysterical over money before. As soon 
as the M-word gets mentioned, lots of people lose their 
heads. 


“But, I’ll have to work there for twenty lifetimes to pay all 
that off,” she says, slumping back into the leather couch, 
her skirt riding up, exposing her legs, making me stand up 


and look somewhere else before I can take a seat on the 
other side of the room. 


I have to. 


My own hardness is pulsing back to life. I try to think about 
something else, anything else, but I just can’t. 


She’s here. She’s finally here. 


Clearing my throat and leaning forward, I explain things a 
little for Jules. 


“You don’t have to work at the soup kitchen. I bid that 
much, as much as it would take, so I could have you all to 
myself instead. We’ll make sure the kitchen has all the help 
they need, don’t worry,” I assure her, but I don’t think she’s 
hearing me. 


“T mean, I haven’t even been there for a few weeks. I 
wonder if Florence...” she drifts off, and then she seems to 
remember what I’ve just told her. 


“What do you mean?” she asks, sounding concerned. Even a 
little suspicious. 


Her legs press closer together and she sits up, one hand 
absently covering her chest while the other straightens her 
hair. 


“I mean, you’re mine now. I won you, fair and square,” I 
announce triumphantly. 


“Figuratively speaking,” I add, not wanting to frighten her. 


“Yours?” she repeats, sitting right on the edge of the couch 
now, looking from me to the door. 


I feel another stab of panic, maybe it’s too much too soon. 
In my excitement, I guess I’m being a little boastful. 


Okay... a Jot boastful. 


“T mean, instead of working in the soup kitchen, or the 
office for say... the next week. I thought you could come and 
spend that time with me,” I tell her, realizing how much 
creepier this must be sounding by the second. 


She’s quiet though, thoughtful for a moment. 
Then she stands, looking at the door. 


“I think I’d better go now. It’s late,” she says, sounding 
unsure and it’s my turn to sink back into my chair, closing 
my eyes and putting my hands over my face. I rub them ina 
vain attempt to erase the past few minutes and start over 
again. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


J ules 


I tell him it’s late. 
I know it’s late. 
I know what he’s saying sounds crazy. 


But I ran once before. I remember what it felt like not 
knowing what if. 


I don’t ever want it to be too late. 
This could be my only chance. 
And it’s Mason Thorne for god’s sake. 


My knees are shaking as I stand in his palatial penthouse, 
looking from the door back to him. 


He’s sitting down, looking like he wants to start over. Like 
maybe we can pretend it’s earlier this afternoon when we 
had that feeling. 


This feeling. 


A quick examination of myself reveals I’m not scared, I’m 
not worried. 


I’m actually trembling from the excitement I feel. From 
what Mason Thorne does to me every time I’m near him. 


Whenever we’re alone it feels like it’s turned up to a 
thousand. 


Mason looks at me, his gaze more intense than ever. 
Whatever it is between us, it’s on a collision course, I feel it. 


Even if I could leave now, which I know I don’t really want 
to, it would still find a way to pull us together. 


Like destiny. 


As if in slow motion, I watch him stand, and stalk towards 
me. I can see by the thick line in the front of his pants that 
he’s as wound up as I am. 


I hear myself gasping, fighting for air. Like I can’t breathe. 


My hand goes up, out toward his face and only once his lips 
are pressed hard against mine does it feel like I’m alive 
again. 


Like I can breathe. Like I’ve finally been pulled from the 
depths of my so called life that’s been dragging me down 
since I can remember. 


His huge hands pull me closer to him, one on my back, the 
other cradling my neck as he lifts me up closer to him, 
pressing me into him. 


His huge body fusing with mine, pulling me into every ridge 
and ripple of his thick, muscular frame as it flexes. 


He holds me as if I weigh nothing, and I’m not sure if I 
actually am floating or if it just feels like it or both. 


I’ve never kissed anyone, never been kissed by anyone. And 
the charge I get from Mason, the thrill inside me is 
incredible, so much more than just two people pressing 
their mouths together. 


His lips on mine, I appreciate, but my body is instantly 
screaming for more. 


Much more than just a kiss. 


Like Mason’s, my own hands have started exploring without 
me even thinking about it. 


I can feel his whole body flexing as he moves, the softness of 
his silky suit making him feel even better, but I crave his 
naked flesh on mine. 


Before he’s even has a chance to take air in, I grow bolder. 
My tongue finding its way past his lips as we both start to 
realize just how much our bodies have been magnetized 
towards one another since we first met earlier today. 


It’s undeniable now. I couldn’t stop even if I wanted to, and 
I don’t. 


I can hear a kind of soft whimpering, with a deeper sound 
underneath and it takes a moment to realize it’s my own 
body making those sounds, with Mason groaning his own 
deep Satisfaction. At having me in his strong arms at last? 


I still can’t believe it, but need to start believing this if I 
want to really start enjoying myself for once in my life. 


“I should have done that the minute I laid eyes on you,” 
Mason says when we finally pull apart long enough to take 
in some air. 


Staring into his eyes, so close now, I can only nod and make 
that little whimpering sound again. 


Something inside me feels like it’s working its way loose 
and pressing my hips harder into the bulge at the front of 
Mason’s pants. And I think I know another place that needs 
something more than just kissing. 


I surprise myself, but only please Mason more when one of 
my hands finds his thickness at the front of his pants and 
starts to trace along it with my palm, pressing harder on 
him with each stroke. 


He groans low, and his hand finds my chest, plying one of 
my thick nipples between his thumb and forefinger through 
the fabric, sending a lightning bolt of arousal straight to my 
clit, which feels like it’ll explode if he doesn’t do something 
about this feeling building up inside me. 


With our mouths locked again, I feel myself moving 
backward as he bends down, guiding me back to the heavy 
leather couch. I feel the confines of my dress disappearing 
as he unzips me. 


He waits a moment, but I only make another eager sound, 
fumbling for his zipper in return. 


I want this, I have no idea what I’m doing, but I want this 
more than anything. 


“Mason!” I gasp, feeling my whole body start to shiver. His 
massive, warm hands are everywhere I need them, but it’s 
only making something else inside feel like it’s about to 
burst. 


Opening my legs wide, I feel like a wild animal, free from 
her cage for the first time. 


Mason’s growl of satisfaction, then his teeth gently biting 
into my neck send my whole body into overdrive. 


I whimper his name again, pleading with him to take 
command of whatever the hell it is that’s happening to me. 


In seconds, I feel my nakedness against his bare chest. He’s 
opened his shirt and taken my dress off, unhooked my bra, 
and yanked my panties down. 


He’s kneeling between my legs, and I’m writhing on the 
leather couch, feeling the slickness between my legs coat 
my thighs. 


If he’s the cause of the fever I’ve had all day, he’s also 
definitely the cure too. I just know it. 


But he stops, and I hear myself moan with anticipation, 
reaching for his hands and pressing them to my body again. 


He watches me, his eyes blazing with the same arousal I 
can see straining at the front of his pants. His hands rest 
against my thighs and he peels them open just another tiny 
fraction. 


And that’s when I know I won’t be able to hold it. 


I call out his name again, feeling my whole pussy starting to 
twitch and quiver, I lose focus, feeling my eyes rolling back 
as my whole body starts to stiffen. 


A pleasing warmth coming over me, but there’s still an itch 
deep inside that needs scratching. 


“Oh no you don’t,” he snarls, gripping my thighs harder as I 
feel the warmth of his body moving down over me. 


“You'll come when I tell you too, and only in my mouth or on 
my cock. Understand?” he says firmly. 


I feel my head pumping hard like it’s about to roll off my 
neck. And whimper again, begging him to do something. 


Begging him to suck me. 


It sounds like someone else, a voice from far away. I’ve 
never spoken like this in my life, never been spoken too like 
this either, and damn if it isn’t the hottest thing to match 
the feeling he’s giving me. 


Without wasting a second, he’s pressed his greedy mouth 
right over my heat, groaning with pleasure as I let out my 
own low animal sound. I start to press harder up against his 
strong jaw, bringing my thighs closer together, bucking and 
thrusting as I feel his mouth work the same magic down 
there as it did on my lips. 


The vibration of his growls and grunts on my clit travel 
right up inside me. Instead of making me burst straight 
away like I thought it would, Mason’s mouth on me actually 
feels like he has tamed my pending climax. 


Like he really can say when I’m gonna come in his mouth, 
or anywhere else for that matter. 


The thought makes me wilder than ever, almost like a 
challenge as I set to work enjoying more of him on me like 
this, holding his thick hair with both hands, my head thrown 
back and my legs over his shoulders as he takes his time to 
show me just how special he can make this for me. 


The feeling of floating comes back, and I lose all sense of 
time and place, and who I am. It’s like Mason and I have 
become one single unit of pleasure. 


A perfect connection of that feeling that’s drawn us both 
together. I lose all my hang-ups, my shyness, and from what 
I can tell, my quietness. 


I’m practically screaming my head off by the time I can’t 
control myself any longer. The first climax I have is with 
Mason’s mouth fully covering my streaming heat. 


I gasp and stiffen, and my whole body goes rigid as the 
waves of pleasure start to wash over me, pass through me, 
right down to him as he hungrily takes my essence in his 
mouth. 


I don’t want it to end, but it also feels like as it subsides, I 
feel even more tender, more sensitive to his touch until 
finally, I’m shivering, almost sobbing. Unable to believe that 
anything so beautiful, so perfect could happen between two 
people. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


Once I feel her lips on mine, I know without a doubt, not 
that I ever did doubt it, that she’s the one. 


Everything I’ve felt since I first laid eyes on her makes 
sense, and all without words. The words I’ve been trying to 
find, to use, they’ve just complicated things. 


But this, her, it’s perfect. 


I almost think all my Christmases have come at once, but 
once I feel her reaching for my cock, pressing so hard on it 
with her palm, I know she wants more than just kisses. 


And I have so much more to give her, much, much more. 


But once she really starts to moan, and I can see how close 
she is, I have to take charge. I almost lose control of myself, 
once she starts talking the way she does, begging me, 
ordering me to suck her. 


I want to watch her. I could stare at her body all night. 
Those smooth, creamy thighs are just right in my hands, 
and that sweet pussy of hers, quivering with excitement. 


Doing as she’s told though, she lets me take charge and I 
pleasure her with a natural tenderness, met with her own 
urgency as she finally yields to her climax after what I know 
will never be long enough for me. 


But I don’t know which I love more, pleasing her, or having 
her come so hard for me. 


Either way, I plan on a lot more of both from now on, and 
my need to claim her is only stronger than ever now. 


My own arousal is past its limits and I need to be onside her 
like nothing on this earth. 


But something is holding her back. Lifting my face to hers, 
letting her taste herself in my mouth, I can feel her 
withdrawing again where minutes ago she was like a wild 
woman. 


I relish every kiss from her though, and I don’t want to 
move any faster than she wants to. 


Avoiding my own question, I content myself with her body 
pressing against mine. Her chest so soft against my own 
hard body, her warmth and the smell of her hair. 


There’s more than one way to love a woman, but I can’t 
help wondering. 


I have to ask. 
“What’s wrong?” 


She holds me closer or rather pulls herself closer to me, her 
small hands wrapped around my neck. 


“Tve never... I’m a virgin,” she whispers, and huddles closer 
still, hiding her face in my neck so she doesn’t have to look 
at me. 


I feel my heart melt again for the second time today. I’m lost 
for words and can only hug her closer, kissing her head in 
reply until I find the only words I can think of. 


“I’m glad. It means you really are going to be all mine. PrI 
be your first and you’ll be my only... forever...” 


Kissing her again, I only register how good she feels. How 
much I want her with me always. We don’t have to rush 
things. 


Try telling that to the pole between my legs. 
“T want to. I really do, Mason. It’s just...” she trails off. 


“Tt’s been a long day,” I reply, stroking her hair and feeling 
her relax. “We can take things however you want.” 


I shiver as she rests her hand on my aching cock again, 
feeling a rush of heat fill my body as I swallow down hard. 


n 


“I want you, Mason... 
hear her say it. 


she starts and I feel compelled to 


“Tell me you’re mine. That you’ll be mine and nobody else’s. 
Tell me that much and I can wait... for today at least,” I 
confess. Really not sure how I’m going to manage the 
situation in my pants as it stands. 


“You won me, fair and square,” she says, laughing softly, but 
I need her to understand this isn’t about money. I didn’t buy 
her. 


“T want you, Jules. And I want you to want the same. I used 
the auction to get you, but only because I didn’t know what 
else to do.” 


She kisses me tenderly, and I decide that from now on, I'll 
earn her. I can’t have her thinking this is about me just 
buying my way into everything. 


That was the old Mason. 


The new Mason, the Mason with Jules by his side, he earns 
what’s due to him. With pleasure, passion, and kindness. 


With love. 


I move up onto the huge sofa, cradling her in my arms as 
she circles a finger around my chest. I ask her if she’s cold 
and she shakes her head. 


“Not with you to keep me warm,” she says, and looking up 
at me with those clear blue eyes again, I forget about my 
own needs, my own desires. 


Keeping Jules safe, warm, happy and whatever else she 
needs, whatever else she wants and when she wants it, 
that’s all I need from today. From now on. 


Forever. 


“So...” she starts a while later. “What is the deal with 
bidding on Karen?” 


I’d forgotten all about that, but I can tell Jules hasn’t and I 
want to make it clear for her one more time. 


“Let’s just say, after the way she spoke to me on the phone, 
and treated you today. That Karen Perkins has a very 
special arrangement coming up this week as part of her 
charity obligations,” I tell her, hoping that puts the whole 
business to bed. 


“You mean, how she treats me every day at work. How she 
treats everyone. How can you hire people like that? How 
can you have people like that working for you?” she asks, 
sounding even more angry with every word. 


I hear her, and it’s the same double-crossed feeling I had 
inside earlier today, at the soup kitchen. 


Because Jules is absolutely right, how can I have people like 
that representing what I spent my whole life building up 
from nothing? 


“T’m sorry,” she says, pecking my cheek once she sees the 
effect of her words. 


I breathe out loudly, squeezing her close. 


“No, you’re right. I learned a lot today, Jules. And mostly 
because of you in more ways than one. I owe you 
everything,” I tell her, truthfully. 


She looks at me sideways, creasing a smile. “I think 
someone might need some sleep. I know I do.” 


To my complete amazement, she yawns and shifts away 
from me, trying to find her dress. 


“What are you doing?” I ask her, confused. 


n 


“I should go. I mean...” she looks suddenly more confused 
than I feel. “I’m not sure how any of this works,” she admits, 
suddenly thinking aloud. “My clothes... my apartment... my 
own bed...” 


I feel her awkwardness, but there’s no need for her to feel 
that way. Everything I have is hers now, too. 


Not that I have a wardrobe full of women’s clothing or even 
a spare toothbrush. 


But all that’s a phone call away, a single email. 


“T thought I could keep you warm?” I offer, moving so 
there's extra space for her next to me on the couch. 


She can’t go home. I’ve seen her neighborhood. She’s never 
going back there again unless it’s to get her clothes and 
toothbrush before coming here for good. 


“T sleepwalk,” she says suddenly. “And I snore...” 


I don’t mean to, but she’s making me laugh now. Standing 
butt naked in front of me, telling me about her 
shortcomings... about her need for her own bed. 


If I didn’t know any better, I’d say she was showing some 
signs of being nervous about spending the night. 


Not wanting to waste any more time, like I have all day, I 
get up and lift her up into my arms. I moan with satisfaction 
as I feel the warmth of her form against my forearms, her 
naked chest pressing into mine. 


“T tell you what,” I inform her gently, walking slowly 
towards my bedroom, our bedroom. 


“TIl keep the doors and windows locked, so you don’t fall off 
the building sleepwalking, and I’ll stuff cotton wool into my 
ears if your snoring gets too much. How about that?” 


She looks away, embarrassed. “Like I said, all this is new to 
me. You probably have a different girl every night.” 


That makes me stop in my tracks, almost wanting to put her 
down so I can tell her more firmly, to her face. 


“No, Jules. I don’t. I never have. I need you to understand 
that, okay? I’ve spent my whole adult life working, building 
this up.” 


I can hear myself getting just as animated as she was, 
talking about her boss. I just don’t want her to think, not 
even for one second, that I’m some kind of playboy. 


“It’s just you and me, alright? That’s all you need to know. 
There’s no one else. Never has been and there never will 
be,” I growl. 


I don’t mean to sound angry, but I need her to understand. I 
need her to know she’s the only one TIl ever want no matter 
want. 


“Then I guess this is new for both of us,” she observes, and I 
feel my whole body, my whole soul relax. 


“T guess it is,” I agree. “Now, let’s find you a robe, and I 
must have a spare toothbrush somewhere. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


J ules 


For all my selfconscious worries, for all my sounding like an 
old woman... 


I’ve never seen a more beautiful living space. I’ve never 
known a more comfortable bed and I’ve most definitely 
never had such good company. 


Mason is the perfect gentleman, and once I get used to 
seeing his manhood bobbing around, and having him tell 
me over and over that it’s fine if we don’t... Well. I realize 
I’ve actually never felt safer or more comfortable with 
anyone or anywhere in my whole life. 


It actually feels like home. 
Although I don’t tell Mason that. Not just yet. 


I try to stay awake, I really do. Having a man the size and 
with the physique of Mason is like every girl’s fantasy come 
true, but I really am a lights out by ten o’clock girl. 


Even on a Saturday. 


And after the near complete servicing he’s already given 
me, I practically fall asleep in his arms as soon as my head 
hits the pillows. 


I don’t want to open my eyes. I want to stay in the dream 
I’m having. 


The one where Mason’s head is between my legs and he’s 
doing that thing with his mouth before he kisses me, 
making me... 


I open my eyes. 


Suddenly aware that Mason’s not next to me, that I’m all 
alone in his huge bed. 


A pillow’s between my legs and I need to pee. A lot. 


I wasn’t exaggerating too much, I do move around a lot in 
my sleep and I only hope my snoring didn’t force him to 
sleep on a couch or somewhere else. 


I find a bathroom adjoining his bedroom which is as big as 
my whole apartment. 


Everything is so clean, so new looking. 
So expensive. 


He’s a big man, so everything is probably larger and scaled 
up than what I’m used to, but nothing feels cold. None of 
his things or any part of this whole place feels sterile or 
empty, although there is an awful lot of space. 


I slept naked, which isn’t like me at all, and before he finds 
me I want to cover up. The whole morning after and it 
being daylight now and all. 


I was like an animal in heat last night, but this morning 
after seeing myself in the full length mirror in his bathroom 
and bedroom? 


I’m covering up. 


I find a robe, which is like twenty sizes too big, so I settle 
for the shirt Mason wore last night and have a little bit of a 
snoop (not too much though), I find a pair of boxers which 
I’m ashamed to say actually fit me. A little too snug, I might 
add, but anything of Mason’s is fine by me. 


The penthouse seems to have a series of rooms that must 
be where Mason actually spends his spare time, with the 
rest I dunno. It’s like a huge glass observatory, filled with 
huge plants, staircases leading who knows where and a 
whole foyer of elevators. 


A huge staircase leads up to what looks like a pool area, not 
somewhere I see myself right now, so I stick to the spaces 
that feel like home. 


After a few minutes of getting lost and finding my way 
again, I hear his familiar, deep baritone voice. 


A large pair of oak doors open out onto a familiar space, his 
office. And I can see him sitting on the edge of his desk in a 
robe, phone in his hand, with a laptop open. 


I smell coffee from somewhere, but I don’t see any. 


I also notice how hungry I am, but I really don’t want to 
interrupt. 


Too late. 


As soon as Mason sees me, he checks his watch and curses, 
he literally hangs up on whoever he was talking to, 
mumbling just a word or two beforehand and then he’s 
striding over to me in three long steps, his arms open as he 


gives me a full body good morning hug and then one of his 
amazing kisses. 


“T’m sorry,” he says, rubbing my back, “Old man habits. I’m 
an early riser and I really have nothing else to do except 
this,” he says, motioning around his office. 


I look up at him with a ‘what about me?’ look, but he just 
smiles. 


“I did kiss you in your sleep this morning, but I couldn’t lay 
there with you moaning like that. Not without being 
unaccountable for my actions. Remember, you said to take 
it slow,” he says knowingly. 


Did I? 

I guess I did. 

Dammit! 

“C’mon, let’s grab some breakfast. I’m starving.” 


I watch as he moves back into his penthouse, his suite, 
whatever you Call it. 


I watch his fine butt against the fabric of his robe, and the 
muscles in his thick legs flex like Atlas as he performs the 
simple act of walking. 


I feel like I’m waddling by comparison, but can’t help 
noticing something on his laptop screen out of the corner of 
my eyes. 

A map of what looks like my neighborhood. I recognize the 
main streets and the park. It’s highlighted in red. 


I shrug, letting my eyes cast back to his perfect behind and 
hurry to catch up as he turns to look back, holding his hand 
out. 


He closes the doors behind us. “No more work today. I 
promise,” he says, and kisses me on the lips, making me 
shiver like a leaf and forget about anything that isn’t Mason 
Thorne, or breakfast or coffee. 


“Nice shirt,” he says, making me blush until I see the effect 
it’s having on him through his robe, which gets pushed 
open by his own thick arousal. 


It’s almost level with my chest, that’s how much he towers 
over me and he moves to tuck himself back in. 


“Sorry,” he murmurs bashfully, “but you do have a certain 
effect on me,” he reminds me, and I have to fight my 
instincts to fish it out of his robe again, to take him in my 
mouth, to put him everywhere else I want... 


So what’s stopping you? 
I wish I knew the answer. 


Here’s god’s gift to women and he’s raring to go, and I’m 
still acting like an uptight nun for some reason. 


“We can take it slow,” Mason adds, reading my thoughts 
and kissing the top of my head. 


With my fingers curled around his, he leads me through to 
the kitchen, overlooking the whole city with a view that 
stretches out to the ocean, and beyond. 


I let go of him just long enough to go all the way over to the 
huge windows that stretch as high as the ceiling. 


“It’s just beautiful. Do you ever get tired of looking at it?” I 
ask, looking over to see him scanning my body from behind. 


“Never,” he admits, not even taking his eyes off me and I 
gasp aloud, seeing just how hard he really is under that 
robe, and noting the effect he’s having on me. 


Mason sits me down at a table by the window, asking me if 
it’s okay or if I’d prefer the stools by the island. 


As long as I get to eat and look at this man, I don’t mind 
where I sit. 


I do gravitate towards the island though, I don’t want him 
seeing me sitting in full sunlight. 


I notice a spread of newspapers across the counter, today’s 
papers, with headlines about last night’s record breaking 
auction. 


“Another old habit I’m afraid,” he admits, “I like the feel and 
the look of newspapers. I don’t like staring at screens all 
day. 


The headlines are a mix of kind and downright cruel. I skim 
past them lightly, hoping not to see my name in print, which 
oddly enough, I feel a little disappointed when I don’t. 


“I made sure you were kept out of it,” he says over his 
shoulder before holding up two kinds of milk, making me 
shrug. 


“How would you...?” I start to say, but then I have to remind 
myself, I have to realize, this is Mason Thorne. 


He’s not some random dude I just hooked up with. He’s the 
wealthiest, most connected man in the city, probably the 
state. 


I feel dizzy again, the gravity of my situation about as high 
up as we are on the top floors right now. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


I watch her sleep, barely getting a wink myself. She wasn’t 
kidding about her night moves either, she’s one active 
bunny in the sack and I’m keeping to my side the whole 
time. 


I can’t wait ‘til I can utilize some of that nocturnal energy 
every damned night. Pll have her sleeping like a kitten 
afterward. 


I hope she’s dreaming of me too, because once she starts 
moaning and her hands travel south, between her legs with 
a pillow... I can’t take much more without crossing that line 
I promised to keep with her. 


I’ve always been an early riser, so getting up at four or five 
is nothing new for me. And out of habit, as well as needing 
to distance myself from a sleeping and obviously very horny 
Jules, I check my office emails and decide to face up toa 
few other things in there. 


I can deal with Jules when she wakes up... maybe. 


I know I said I’d wait. But I'll have to claim her soon or I'll 
be visiting the emergency room to have this thing drained. 


I hadn’t foreseen some kid hacking into the auction bids, 
but meh. A few extra million for charity is a lot less tax. I 
pay my share of both. 


But it’s the downtown developments that have me rattled. 
The whole plan for my company to take over a whole 
neighborhood and put up condos only for those who have a 
big enough checkbook? 


That’s not the company I started. 


That’s not me and I’m itching to find out who’s behind it all 
and why I’ve been deliberately kept in the dark about it. 


I field the usual and expected flood of media response to 
the auction straight to PR, let them handle it. I gave my 
instructions there. 


It’s too early (or is it?) to call Nicholas. I know I sent him on 
vacation, but I feel like I’m gonna need him now more than 
ever if I’m going to get to the bottom of this development 
bullshit. 


But before I know it, the suns up, and everything else takes 
a back seat once Jules finds me. 


She looks cute, to say the least, wearing one of my shirts 
and not much else by the looks. 


Her thick chest filling out my shirt, with those nipples that 
are just begging to be sucked peeking through, end the 
phone call I’m on. 


It’s all about Jules today, the rest can work itself out and I'll 
deal with the development conspiracies later I guess. 


My house, the whole building. The papers, my life, and who 
I am, what I do, I can see it registering with Jules as I start 
to make us breakfast. 


I don’t ever want her to feel overwhelmed or anything less 
than me. 


We’re equals. 
She’ll be mine and I know I’m all hers. 


“Today’s just about us, okay,” I tell her, shifting the 
newspapers away and leaning over the counter to peck her 
lips. 


Getting a full view down my own shirt is something new to 
me, something I like a lot, and breakfast is threatened by 
another trip to the couch or the bedroom, but I can see 
Jules needs to eat as much as I do. 


I’m starved. 


“You feeling better though?” I ask, noting her symptoms of 
fever seem to have gone. 


She nods eagerly. “I think so. Must’ve been one of those 
twenty-four hour things.” 


I’m relieved. I need her well, and full of energy. 


I opt for steaks for breakfast. Nothing new for me, but 
Jules’ eyes widen for a moment once I ask her which one 
she wants. 


“T’ll have a piece of yours. They’re huge, Mason,” she 
exclaims, but I warn her I need all of mine for me. 


“T like to eat, Jules. I need too,” I tell her, feeling my 
hardness shifting again at the thought of what I’d rather be 
eating right now. 


Dammit, if this girl hasn’t hijacked my mind and my body. 


Her eyes run over me as I face her, and I wonder again if 
we can both make it through breakfast without devouring 
each other. 


Right, when I’m about to postpone cooking in favor of 
eating out Jules again instead, the phone on the wall rings, 
making me groan. 


“It’s my private line,” I explain, reluctantly moving to 
answer it. 


“Like the bat phone?” Jules quips, and I smile. 
“Kind of.” 


It’s Nicholas. I’d normally be relieved, but with Jules here, 
right now is a bad time. 


“T thought you were on vacation?” I ask him, realizing I may 
as well check in with him. I did email him telling him to call 
me ASAP I just didn’t think it would be over my choice of 
breakfasts. 


“T am. I was...” he says, sounding unusually hesitant. My 
email also alluded to the property deals I’ve just found out 
about. I’ve called a meeting and want every single executive 
in the board room tomorrow morning. 


“T’m tied up today,” I continue to tell him, “but I need you to 
round up all those on the list. I don’t care where they are, 
get ‘em back here.” I growl. 


Nick never talks back, but for some reason, he’s trying to 
brush off this whole thing. He wants to talk about the press, 
about the auction. 


About the strange girl, I was seen leaving with. 


I can see Jules is looking like she feels out of place, so 
sighing impatiently, I tell Nicholas as nicely as I can for him 
to just do as I’ve asked in the email and TIl see everyone at 
the meeting tomorrow. 


He protests again, but I hang up. 
How weird. 


“Everything alright?” Jules asks, noticing my suddenly very 
sad cock under my robe. 


I shrug, laughing to myself. 


No wonder I haven’t had it up in years. Damned work, kills 
every good mood. 


“Just business,” I tell her, leaning over to kiss her again and 
set to work on our breakfast of steaks, eggs, and bacon with 
onions, mushrooms, and anything else I can find to fry off. 


It’s strange, but I think we both feel a little awkward about 
eating in front of each other. Strange because of what 
we've already done to each other but for me, I think it’s 
because I’m used to living alone. 


Same for Jules I’m guessing. 


I try not to watch her, but she does this thing with her ears 
when she chews. I think it’s cute and can’t help but stare. 


She stops chewing. 


“Everything alright?” she asks, brushing her hair back over 
her ears self-consciously. 


I think again about the real estate deal, about her 
neighborhood. Wondering how soon can I bring up the topic 
of her staying here with me for good. 


“T just like watching you is all,” I tell her truthfully. 


I can see she’s also thinking about her things. 


“I can have some clothes sent up, anything you need,” I 
offer. 


She gives me a smile. 


I had planned for a day out. But seeing her in my shirt and 
what looks like a pair of my boxers too, I’m thinking I want 
to be housebound with her today, but it’s her day. It’s up to 
Jules. 


“You feel like doing anything? Going someplace?” I ask, 
dabbing my mouth with a napkin. 


“T thought you’d have to do something about the auction?” 
she asks, finding her own napkin and matching my 
movements with her own. 


I shrug, really not wanting to think about it, or anything to 
do with the business until tomorrow. 


Even though I know I should be scrambling to set some 
heads rolling. From the sounds of it though, most of the 
trash I want to take out isn’t even in the state. Some of 
them aren’t even in the country at the moment. 


How convenient. 


“Maybe we could go to the soup kitchen? I’m sure Florence, 
that’s the manager, will be bowled over by the amount 
raised,” she says suddenly. 


Excitedly. 
Enthusiastic. 
I feel my stomach drop. 


Having Jules anywhere near the soup kitchen, or her 
neighborhood for that matter is the last thing I want right 


now. But it’s she wants. And I can see her eyes light up at 
the idea. 


“Pd much rather go home and get changed anyway. Have 
my own clothes,” she adds, only fueling my alarm which she 
picks up on straight away. 


“Ts that alright?” she asks me, looking at me sideways as I 
stifle a groan. 


“Of course,” I tell her. “Anything you want. I just thought... 
what about clothes to even get you there?” I venture, 
looking over her with a raised brow but she only smiles, 
hugging herself a little. 


“T like your shirt. I can dash from a car into my building in 
it, can’t I? You can protect me,” she adds proudly, and I feel 
a strange hollowness where I should be pleased. 


They’re not knocking down her neighborhood this week 
Mason, ease up, she can grab some stuff from her 
apartment. 


I wonder what the hell is wrong with me. I’m Mason Thorne 
but when it comes to Jules McPherson I only want to make 
her happy. 


“Sure,” I hear myself saying. Trying to mean it. But there’s 
a bad feeling inside me. This whole business with that real 
estate deal... 


Something’s rotten, but I tell myself it isn’t me or Jules and 
decide I have to leave it for now. 


To try and enjoy her company for the day without thinking 
about it. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


J ules 


Feeling unsexy, stuffed to the brim with food, and hesitant 
by Mason’s reaction to me wanting to go home, even to just 
get some clothes I try and put it to the back of my mind. 


He’s a busy guy and most likely has a million things to think 
about. 


I’m actually surprised he wants me to stick around at all. 
We didn’t go all the way last night, and I thought that’s 
what all guys wanted? 


But I also know that Mason Thorne isn’t all guys. 
He’s one of a kind. 


He’s still eager to please me though, even though I can tell 
he’d rather not go to my apartment. 


I almost want to feel ashamed, but if he really wants to get 
to know me, seeing where I live is about as good an 
introduction as you can get. 


Next to having his face in my pussy for an hour how 
confronting can my apartment be after that? 


“C’ mere,” he says, suddenly smiling, his mood lifting as his 
eyes widen with suggestion. His gestures to his lap for me 
to come sit on. 


I scoot over to him, and perch myself on his knee, squealing 
a little when he pulls me extra close, sliding me right onto 
his lap and over his member, which I feel getting hotter and 
fatter by the second through his boxers I’m wearing. 


“T’m gonna take a shower,” he whispers in my ear, nibbling 
it gently and then kissing behind it all the way down to my 
neck. 


I make a soft sound of agreement like I think it’s a good 
idea. 


“And I want you to join me,” he says firmly, a hand sliding up 
the inside of my thigh, prying my legs open enough for his 
hand to find what it’s searching for. 


“Maybe you want a little more of what you had last night?” 
he suggests, taking the pressure off me thinking I have to 
go all the way right now, but it hardly seems fair to have 
everything in my favor. 


“T just want to eat you up, Jules. I really do,” he says 
reassuringly as if reading my mind, I feel my hands straying 
to his hard on, which pulses in both my hands. 


My eyes widen, as I wonder how the heck he will fit inside 
me anyway. Mason moans loudly, letting his head tilt back as 
I start to work both my hands around the hot, swollen tip 
and then pump up and down. 


“Do you like that?” I ask him, feeling like I’ve turned the 
tables pretty quick without even meaning to. 


“Mmmm... fuck yes...” he groans, letting me work his rod 
until thick beads of clear fluid run from his tip and he starts 
to swear under his breath. 


My heart is pounding in my ears, thumping in my chest as 
my hands start to shake. And not just because Mason’s dick 
starts to twitch uncontrollably. 


He grips me suddenly, and in seconds my button half is 
naked and I’m straddling his lap, my drenched pussy 
hovering just inches from his thick cock. 


I feel my whole body shudder with excitement as he tells me 
everything he wants, “I want to thrust myself inside here... 
and nowhere else. I want to watch you come for me.” 


He cups my swollen mound and I instantly start to squirm 
on his thick palm, which he takes up to his mouth and licks 
before he kisses me again. 


Tasting myself on his lips brings out the animal in us both 
again, and it’s not long before he has me spread eagle on 
the counter, moving his seat so he can pleasure me while he 
sits down, using both his strong hands on my hips and ass 
to hold me in place. 


My control, or tolerance, whatever you want to call it, to his 
touch is gone. 


In minutes, I hear myself begging him to let me come as he 
starts to flick my clit with his tongue and then stop before 
starting all over again. 


I let you a low groan as he pushes me over the edge, 
putting his whole mouth over me again, his stubble 
scratching my sensitive skin, causing me to grip his head 
between my legs with my thighs as I once again, experience 
an earth shattering climax, Mason Thorne style. 


I’m almost convulsing by the time he’s done and taking me 
in his arms again, he carries me back to his bed and lays me 
down. 


I want him to claim me. I really do, but after what he did to 
my body, all I want to do is lie down and sleep again. 


Half-conscious after my orgasm, I still feel rippling through 
me, I watch him as he strokes my hair back and kisses my 
forehead before I doze off to the sound of him taking his 
shower. 


Without me, but I still feel like he’s right here with me. The 
warmth between my legs is still radiating through my whole 
body and I smell his cologne on everything. 


I’m not sure if I actually fall asleep but the next thing I 
know he’s sitting beside me again on the edge of his bed 
fully dressed and clean shaven. 


The freshly minted version of Mason Thorne. New suit, 
different watch, and everything just perfect. Not even a 
hair out of place. 


“T...” I try to say something, but he just smiles, pressing his 
finger to my lips and kissing me again. 


“You take your time. Do whatever you want, however you 
want,” he says gently. 


I sit up suddenly, wide awake now. I throw my arms around 
him and give him the biggest, hardest hug I can. 


“I don’t know what happened to me,” I confess. “It’s like 
every time you do that I just...” 


He holds me just as tight, telling me it’s alright. I know he 
understands about me taking it slow, but I’m worried now 
just how long I’m gonna keep him waiting. 


I don’t want him to lose interest. 


“We’ve got more than today, Jules. We don’t have to do 
everything in one morning,” he says in a husky tone. 


I melt into him, wondering what I did to deserve such a 
man. 


“When you feel like it, we can go get you some clothes, 
anything you want, no hurry though. I didn’t mean to weird 
you out before, I’ve just got somethings on my mind,” he 
tells me, making me feel a lot better about his reaction 
when I suggested I go get my own clothes. 


“Do you want me to stay?” I hear myself asking, hoping I 
can cope if he says he thinks it best I go home after all. 


But he only holds me tighter, gasping at the thought of me 
suggesting anything but staying. 


“Of course I want you to stay. I want you, Jules. And I’m 
gonna keep telling you that until it sinks in, okay,” he says 
sternly, holding my face in his hands once he relaxes his 
grip on me. 


“Even if I wanna wear track pants and a sweater?” I ask, 
grimacing as I look over his perfect suit and tie 
arrangement. 


He’s a sharp dresser, no bones about it, and I can’t help 
wondering if he owns a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. 


He smiles. “Let’s go get your clothes. Whatever makes you 
feel better. And I’ll see if I can’t think of something more 
casual myself.” 


He helps me out of his shirt and into the shower, promising 
to leave me alone only after he’s watched me until I get so 
self-conscious I shoo him away. 


“TIl be waiting right outside,” he says, and I can practically 
hear him pacing outside the bathroom until I’m done. 


With a fresh robe that actually fits me, he bundles me up in 
it, and I can tell he wants to carry me but I insist on walking 
with him to the row of elevators I saw earlier. 


“T used to keep cars up here, believe it or not,” he says, 
shaking his head to himself. “Until I figured out it’s just as 
easy to park them downstairs and get to them.” 


In seconds, we’re in a garage full of brand new, luxury cars, 
with Mason opening the door for me to the one closest to 
us. 


A big, black town car with dark windows and leather seats. 
That new car smell hits my senses as I get in, closely 
followed by Mason’s cologne. 


I can tell straight away this is his day to day car. 


“Nicholas usually drives me,” he says absently, starting it 
up. 


“My personal assistant, he’s on vacation,” he informs me, 
easing my mind a little. 


A male personal assistant? 
It’s better than him having a female one. 


“Nicholas has been with me from the start. He’s more like 
an uncle, a father figure really. Do you have any family?” he 
asks me. 


I shake my head silently, keeping my eyes on Mason the 
whole time as he pulls out of the garage and navigates city 
traffic like everything else he touches. 


With complete confidence and mastery. 


Thinking about my own lack of family and friends I sigh, not 
even thinking to tell him which way to go until I realize he’s 
almost at my place. 


“How did you...?” I start to ask, but he only shrugs, and 
even though I don’t want to, I remember the map of my city 
block in red on his computer. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


I mean every word when I tell her I can wait, that there’s no 
rush for me to claim her properly. But I have to have a cold 
shower, and look up at the ceiling, quickly washing and 
avoiding the aching hard on I still have from pleasuring her 
again. 

Like a mantra, I tell myself that today is all about Jules, 
what she wants. 


I need to earn her. She has to want me as much as I want 
and need her. 


Come to think of it, every day is going to be about Jules. If 
she'll let me. 


I know she will. She’s just shy and probably still in a little bit 
of shock from that damned auction business last night. 


By the time she’s ready to go, I reluctantly bundle her in a 
robe and head for her apartment so she can pick up 
whatever she needs to feel more like herself. 


As much as I’d like to see her in nothing but a robe all day, 
with nothing underneath I get it that she wants some of her 
own stuff to feel comfortable. 


It also means she’s coming back home with me. 
Doesn't it? 


Before I even realize, we’re a few blocks from the soup 
kitchen, and I know her building from memorizing her 
address on her employee file. 


She seems taken aback that I know the way, but a sly smile 
plays on her lips. 


Like she knows I’ve done my research on her. 
Which I have. 


Once I see it from the outside... once I actually set foot in 
the building... 


My mind’s made up. 


Jules is coming home with me, no matter what. I won’t have 
my girl staying in a place like this a minute longer than she 
has to, just long enough to get her clothes. 


“Elevators are broken,” she chimes, and we climb the five 
flights to her floor, which is admittedly, not as terrible 
looking as the others we pass. 


Even watching her climb the stairs, in my robe, watching 
her fine ass sway as she takes two, sometimes three steps 
at once isn’t enough to make me like this. 


Not one bit. 


Once at her door, she registers my annoyance. “It’s not 
Thorne tower, or whatever you call that place, but it’s 


home,” she says, sounding a little hurt by my judgment, 
which I can’t disguise. 


I follow her inside, and am surprised at how clean, neat, 
and tidy the place is. 


I know home is what you make it, but really? If you have to 
build a house of sticks next to a swamp, it’s always gonna 
have that vibe about it. 


“Love me, love my house,” she chimes nervousness as she 
flits about, picking up stray items and taking off into what I 
guess is her bedroom. 


The whole place is the size of my bathroom, maybe smaller. 
But with Jules in it, her knick-knacks, and her pleasing 
scent, I can’t help but feel like I can handle staying for a 
little while. 


I poke around a little, finding an old style answering 
machine with a flashing light showing she has some 
messages. 


She re-appears a moment later in sweat pants and a baggy 
sweater. Her hair brushed and tied back, making her look 
even younger. 


Fresher. 


Making me feel old by comparison until I feel my dick 
twitching inside my suit pants, which she notices, blushing. 


“They still make these?” I ask, motioning to the answering 
machine. 


“Oh, that old thing, it came with the apartment, phone, and 
utilities are included. It’s about the only thing that does 
work though...” she says, trailing off as she notices the 
messages. 


“T never get any calls through,” she adds, and leaning past 
me, she presses a button and I hear the scratchy but 
familiar voice of an older woman. 


“Jules? Uh... I hope you don’t mind. I got your number from 
your building super, we hadn’t seen you at the kitchen in a 
while, I hope you’re okay. I suppose you’ve heard, we’re 
being bought out by that Thorne Company. Anyway, the 
man himself was here today. Only a few weeks left, drop in, 
or at least call back so I know you're okay. It’s Florence.” 


I can feel my pulse thundering in the silence. My mouth 
goes dry and my palms start to sweat. 


I try to swallow, but I’m worried it’ll be too loud in the 
silence. 


It’s deafening. 


Jules stands frozen, facing away from me. She doesn’t 
bother to turn around when she says it either. 


“T think you’d better go, Mason.” 
I don’t budge. 


The ink isn’t dry, or maybe hasn’t even been applied to the 
deal I’ve set up to counter my own company’s purchase of 
this whole neighborhood just yet. But it’s still as good as 
mine. 


Jules is mine. 


I won’t have Jules or anyone else telling me to leave until 
she knows the truth either. 


A truth I’ve been trying to keep from her, I admit. But only 
so it didn’t hurt her feelings. 


If I hadn’t gone to that damned soup kitchen I never would 
have found out, but because I did, there’s all this now. 


She turns her head, her eyes red with tears. 


“I said you’d better go, Mr. Thorne,” she says coldly, and I 
feel a pain in my chest that cuts to my very soul. 


“I won't,” I tell her calmly. “Not until you hear me out. Not 
until I explain-” 


“There’s nothing to explain,” she continues, cutting me off. 
Her voice like ice as she collects herself, motioning towards 
the door. 


“I don’t know what kind of sick game you’re playing, but 
just forget it. Until yesterday, I thought I had a job and a 
place to live. I had a shitty boss, but who doesn’t.” 


I stare at my shoes, breathing in slowly, trying to count back 
from ten so I don’t overreact. 


“Then you... You what? You buy up a charity, then spend 
millions at a phony auction you practically own anyway? Is 
that how rich people shift their money? Is it to avoid taxes, 
or is it just that millions of dollars are not enough you have 
to own people as well?” she asks bitterly, making me 
grimace. 


I feel my face bunching up, my chest hurts and I can’t 
breathe anymore. 


What the fuck happened? We were just coming back here 
to get her some clothes, so she felt was more comfortable. I 
was gonna spend the rest of the day- 


A lot of what she’s saying doesn’t make sense but at the 
same time... 


I can’t blame her for feeling this way. 


It’s a bad look and it’s got my name on all over it, even if I 
am trying to set it right. 


Thorne. The name synonymous with takeovers, with getting 
what he wants... with greed. 


I can see it in her eyes now, the same look from all those 
people at the soup kitchen. 


All asking me the same thing: How much is enough, buddy? 


Her eyes widen, and her lip trembles. The tears she’s 
holding back are returning. 


“Please,” she stammers, pointing to the door. 


I don’t want to upset her any more than I already have, but 
I’m not leaving. 


I go to the door, open it, and stand in the doorway. She 
turns away from me, but I have to tell her everything. 


Everything I know anyway. 
As it stands. 


“You’re right about Thorne Industries buying up the 
neighborhood...But I only found out yesterday. It’s why I 
was so eager to win you at the auction. The soup kitchen is 
smack dab in the middle of the area marked for purchase.” 


She keeps her back to me, her body shaking with tears. 


“But Jules. I wanted you before I knew any of that. And 
when I found out what they’d planned, I made my own 
plans. To either buy out the company’s plan personally or to 
fire everyone responsible and take it over myself. I’ve even 
called a meeting for tomorrow to deal with the situation 
personally.” 


I feel some life returning to me when she turns around. 


“You didn’t even know?” she asks me, and I shrug. Shaking 
my head bitterly. 


“No, I didn’t. I didn’t even know the company with my name 
on it was planning to make thousands of homeless and 
near-homeless people even more miserable. So I’ve taken 
steps to remedy that.” 


She standing still. Quiet, except for a little sniffle. 


“T’m buying them out. Whoever they pitched the investment 
to. And that auction money is going to be matched, dollar 
for dollar, like I promised, to fix the neighborhood, to build 
a bigger and better kitchen and a whole lot more.” 


“And me?” she asks. “Where do I really fit in all this?” 


In two steps I’ve closed the door behind me and taken her 
in my arms, pressing her hand against my heart. 


“You belong here, Jules. With me. Forever,’ I whisper 
hoarsely, my voice cracking with emotion. 


She gasps and I brush my lips against hers. 


“You belong with me because I love you Jules, and you mean 
more to me than any amount of money. You’re mine like I 
keep telling you. Can’t you just accept that and be with 
me?” 


Her kiss in reply tells me her answer. Our mouths lock and 
her tongue swirls with mine as I grip her so hard I’m afraid 
she’ll break, but when I feel her hands on me gripping even 
tighter. 


I know I’ve won her. I know she understands just how I feel. 


“Then take me, Mason. Make me yours,” she whimpers, 
melting into me and clawing at my shirt, my jacket. 


“And damn you,” she adds, still sniffing. “Damn you for 
being so perfect!” 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


J ules 


I don’t know what to think when I hear Florence’s message, 
to think that Mason was down there, of all places. 


I automatically jump to the conclusion that he’s just using 
me or playing with me. 


But when he tells me the truth. 
And I know it’s the truth. 
Once he tells me he loves me. 


It’s the three words, the only three words that make any 
sense of the feelings I have for him too. 


Nobody’s ever told me they love me, and when Mason says 
it I know it’s the truth. It has to be. 


Because it’s exactly how I felt since the moment I first saw 
him. 


It sounds corny, until it actually happens, love at first sight. I 
mean... It’s hard to describe. 


Nowhere near as hard as Mason though. Once he grabs 
hold of me, once I tell him to take me here and now, I lose 
all my doubts, any questions about myself or him loving me 
have vanished. 


I want him now more than ever, need him inside me. 


Being at home, in my own clothes, and near my own bed, 
having him tell me he loves me, it feels like the right time to 
give myself to him. 


Heart, body, and soul. 


Surprisingly, romance is the farthest thing from my mind. 
Once I decide it has to be now, I’m tearing at his clothes, 
itching to get him inside me as quickly as I can. 


He helps me by sliding out of his jacket and shirt in seconds 
while I fumble with his belt buckle, trying to grip and rub 
his manhood through his pants at the same time. 


He groans loudly, letting me work to free his dick, growling 
with satisfaction once I have it out, my hands trembling to 
match the whimpering sound coming from my own body. 


I can barely hold myself up and once Mason can see I’m ina 
near faint, he scoops me up and carries me into my 
bedroom. 


“Here,” he says as if he’s known all along that this is how I 
wanted it somehow. 


My head pumps and I whine again, wriggling and writhing 
in his grip, frantically trying to get as much of my body in 
contact with his. 


Laying me down gently, he pulls off all the clothes I only just 
put on, grinning when he notices my lack of underwear. 


Laying back, I open my legs for him to see, to show him how 
wet I am. What he’s doing to me. 


As if in reply I notice his own arousal which seems to throb 
and grow in size, a clear line of thick precome trailing from 
him as he studies me. His low moan and slight shaking of 
his head telling me he can’t believe he’s finally claiming his 
prize. 


“Mason,” I gasp again, struggling not to press my legs 
together, feeling my whole mound starting to twitch and 
quiver with the thought of him inside me. 


With his knees on the bed, his huge hands prying my legs 
further apart. 


Then he orders me to tell him again, “Tell me you want this, 
Jules,” he says, running his whole palm flat across my 
drenched valley, making me moan out loud with pleasure, 
cursing under my breath as I nod feverishly. 


“Yes, yes!” I tell him. “I want you to take me, Mason. Fuck 
me and fill me with your seed. Make me come on your cock. 
Make me yours.” 


Like the last time, it’s like someone else is saying all these 
things. I don’t even think like that let alone speak like that. 


It’s just the power he has over me, and I know he loves it as 
much as I do when I hear myself talking dirty to him. 


He looms over me as I reach for his hardness with both 
hands. His eyes are kind, gentle and he kisses me softly, but 
I’m already using the thick head of his manhood to circle 
my hole, gasping as I start to feed his length into me. 


There’s a moment where I don’t think I can do it. That he 
won't fit. But once he puts his own weight behind it and I 


relax some, it’s like a key sliding into a lock that was made 
for it. 


We both moan loudly. Uses his huge arms to hold himself up 
he eases nearly his full length into me, making me groan 
even louder. 


I’ve never known so much sensation, so much pleasure and 
so much closeness to anything or anyone before. 


I wrap my legs around his waist, my thighs melting into his 
own, my softness flush against his hard body, making him 
growl with pleasure again, telling me how good I feel 
against him. 


His arms lower him just enough so he’s pressed up against 
me, but he keeps his full weight off me for some reason, I 
wrap my arms around his neck, pulling hard and tell him I 
want all of him on me... all of him in me. 


My hands move from his neck to his back, clawing at him as 
his hand finds my hip and grips it tighter as he starts to 
slowly move in and out of me, making me swear out loud 
again, amazed that anything could ever feel this good. 


We lose ourselves in the moment, his body pressed hard 
against mine, and mine fused to his until, using his 
strength, he rolls over. 


Keeping himself fully inside me, I find myself suddenly on 
top and shift my arms and legs so I can straddle Mason 
better, finding a new, even more, powerful spot he’s just 
reached deep inside me. 


It’s not long before I can feel the beginnings of my climax. 
He’s filled me to the brim and it’s the only thing left for me 
to do to stop from exploding into space altogether. 


I try and keep us at a certain pace, but I suddenly feel his 
cock stiffening deep inside me, and clutching both my 
hands in his, he lets me know it’s time. 


“You’re mine now. You and me...family...” he says, gritting 
his teeth as I feel my whole body start to wobble then jerk 
uncontrollably as his thickness fills me with his own 
powerful climax. 


I don’t know if I’ve ever made so much noise in my life, but 
the two of us sound like a pair of wild animals. 


I try to stop, to hold still, and let it wash over me, but 
something is making both of us move. Move with the other, 
to extend and heighten this feeling even more, and before I 
know it, we both collapse in a tangled heap, exhausted. 


I fall forward onto Mason, my chest resting against his. I 
can feel his heart pounding against mine, his own pulse 
against mine as my body lies flat and hot against his. 


Our breathing is fast and only slows after what must be 
minutes. I can’t even form a coherent thought, but the 
touch of his hands over my body as he caresses me gently 
bring me back to earth. 


We don’t say anything, don’t have to. I know we can both 
feel it. 


That something apart from me giving myself to Mason has 
also happened. I feel my mind formulating the thought, but 
Mason shushes me, by stroking my hair back from my face 
and kissing me. 


We lie like this for what must be hours, with Mason still 
inside me and I must doze off at some point, waking at the 
same moment he does. 


Both of us lifting our heads at the same moment, our noses 
almost touching, his eyes dancing with a new intensity. 


“Hi,” he whispers, finding my hands again and taking them 
both in his. 


“Hi,” I squeak, breathing in sharply as I feel another wave 
of pleasure course through me, my breathe shuddering 
until he kisses me again. 


“You should’ve just done that when I came to your office,” I 
hear myself saying. “Would’ve saved a lot of time.” 


We both laugh softly, and I feel my body shiver again as he 
moves inside me still. 


“T don’t want you to have any more doubts,” he says. 
“T love you, Jules. It’s us now. You and me.” 


“I love you too,” I tell him without hesitation, biting my lip 
after hearing myself say that to someone. 


Anyone in this life. 
Not just anyone, Mason Thorne. 


If I was able to move my legs, I might feel like running to 
the roof and screaming it to the world, but for now and 
forever, the only person it matters for me to tell is Mason. 


“T love you, Mason,” I tell him again, and hearing him 
repeat it back to me, I know we'll never be able to say it 
enough. 


Not in one lifetime. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


Lying with Jules dozing on top of me, I know what real 
happiness is now. I’ve been looking for it my whole life, 
thinking it might be in material things or money... power. 


But the idea I could feel this, all from sharing just myself 
with another person, the right person, mind you. 


It’s incredible. 
It’s amazing. 


I’m the richest man alive now, and it has nothing to do with 
money. 


I want to wake her up, just to tell her I love her again, but I 
also want to watch her sleep. 


But I also want to wake her, find out everything there is to 
know about her. 


There’s time for that yet, Mason. There'll be plenty of time 
now. 


Her lip is curled in a peaceful smile, and her hand twitches 
as she dreams her sweet dreams. Folded under her chin, it 
makes her look more like an angel than a woman now. 


I guess I must doze off too, and when we do wake up it’s at 
the same time, and I get to tell her I love her all over again. 


Something I know we'll both never tire of because, like me, 
I don’t think Jules has ever had anyone tell her, let alone 
really mean it. 


“What do we do now?” Jules asks. 
I tilt my head in question, frowning. 
“What do you mean?” 


“My job, the whole charity auction thing,” she says, and I 
watch a line form between her brows. 


Too many thoughts about things that don’t matter anymore. 


I sigh heavily and hold her closer, tight enough so she can’t 
ask any more questions just yet. 


“Don’t worry about it. I’m more concerned about you 
thinking I’m plotting to buy the world and kick everyone out 
of it,” I tell her, half-joking but still feeling the burn of her 
reaction to that message. 


“T didn’t know what to think,” she confides, and I have to 
agree, I still don’t know what to think about it all myself. 


“How about for the rest of today, we just do nothing? I could 
use some jeans and a tee though,” I tell her, raising my 
brows and craning my neck to see my six thousand dollar 
suit crumpled on the floor. 


“T don’t think my jeans would fit,” she offers. 


“How about we grab a bite, maybe do some shopping. If you 
feel up to it?” I ask, secretly wanting to take her out. To 
show her off to the world. 


To walk around in the world with her on my arm, doing 
anything, as long as it’s together. 


She screws up her face and snuggles deeper into me, 
drawing up the covers over us both. 


I hadn’t even noticed our nakedness, or if we were hot or 
cold. 


Everything, when I’m this close to Jules, is just perfect the 
way it is, however it happens to be. 


But looking around her room, the apartment beyond, I 
know she deserves better. 


Much better. 


“You couldn’t live in a place like this, could you?” she asks, 
not meaning to sound the slightest bit hurt. 


“If it was with you? I dunno,” I tell her, thinking it over. “I’m 
pretty set in my ways. Could you live at my place?” I ask 
her, more of an invitation than a question. 


She sighs quietly and buries her face in my chest again. 


“I should call back Florence,” she says finally. “Would she 
know what’s happening yet? With all that donation money, I 
mean,” she asks earnestly. 


I shrug, not really knowing myself. “IPU know more 
tomorrow myself. These executive types, they scatter like 
dry leaves on the weekends, I think Nicholas is having a 
hard time mustering them for a meeting tomorrow.” 


I don’t want to think about it, a big part of me is doing the 
math, wondering how quickly I could just dissolve 


everything. How much I’d have and how many lifetimes it 
could last me and Jules... 


Our own family. 


I’m way ahead of her though and smile. “We can stop by 
there if you want,” figuring she might want to be the one to 
break some good news to Florence for a change. 


Jules stays still and quiet. I get lost in her breathing and we 
both just lie still for a long time. 


“You really did all that for me though?” she finally asks, and 
I can tell she’s been thinking the whole time I’ve been lying 
here listening to her breathing. 


“All what?” I ask, knowing full well what she means, 
laughing when she punches my chest softly. 


“Millions of dollars for some soup kitchen, breaking up a 
huge deal from your own company,” she tells me, spelling it 
out in a way that sounds a lot simpler than it probably really 
is. 


But I guess it really is that simple. 


“T did. I will,” I tell her without hesitating. “And, I’ll do more 
than that. Whatever it takes.” 


She looks worried, a cloud passing over her sweet face. 


“T just don’t want you thinking I’m trying to buy you, Jules. I 
bid for you at that auction, sure. But that was when I knew 
what those other clowns had planned.” 


“So you wouldn’t have bid that much for me otherwise?” 
she says, pouting, teasing me now. 


I tickle her under her arms, making her squeal. 


“Td give it all up, right this second if it meant I could have 
you. To make sure you’d always be mine,” I tell her 
truthfully. 


“Well, don’t go doing anything like that,” she urges me. “I’m 
all yours, and you’re mine. I’m not letting you go either, 
Mason Thorne,” she says, hugging me. 


“Tt’ll all still be there tomorrow,” I muse aloud, the sound of 
my stomach rumbling making us both chuckle. 


“You do need to eat a lot, don’t you?” she asks me, and I 
raise my brows in agreement. 


“T do, I like to eat and there’s a lot of me to feed.” 


“We could order in,” she says, and I know she’s half-serious, 
half-teasing me again. 


“What do you really want to do?” I ask her, deciding I 
actually don’t mind either way. 


I could lie with her on top of me forever at this point. 


“As long as it’s with you,” she starts, and I realize one of us 
is gonna have to make a decision, or else we will be in bed 
all day. 


“Do you wanna stay here? I mean, do you want to keep 
living here?” I ask her, changing the subject suddenly but 
suddenly not able to picture life at home without her there 
from now on. 


“Give me some time, Mason... about that anyway. A lot’s 
changed in just twenty-four hours,” she says thoughtfully, 
and I have to agree, even though in my own mind it’s pretty 
simple. 


“Sorry, must be low blood sugar, making me insecure,” I 
joke, knowing there’s no way we could raise a family in a 


one bedroom apartment like this. 


I’d like to tell her that, but when I look at her, I can tell 
she’s already thinking the same thing. 


“C’mon then,” I suggest. “Let’s get outta here, grab a bite, 
and do some shopping.” 


Her eyes widen in a question. 


“You’re gonna need some fancy clothes if you’re sitting in 
on that meeting tomorrow with me. Those guys are brutal. 
Gotta dress to kill.” 


She looks startled, then worried. 


“Tm not going anywhere without you, Jules. It’s you and me 
now, remember?” I inform her, pecking her lips, which she 
turns into a proper kiss, grabbing my hair and holding me 
tight. Threatening to take up the rest of the day doing what 
I know I want to. 


We’re in no hurry, and by the middle of the afternoon, we 
head back to my car, my idea to make for my favorite 
shopping district. 


Hoping they have jeans. 


There’s a message waiting in the car, from my phone 
service. That direct line that’s supposed to be for 
emergencies only... 


“T gotta check this,” I tell Jules, who doesn’t mind at all, but 
I do. Today is supposed to be all about her, but I only get 
direct line calls when shit’s hitting a fan somewhere. 


It’s Fitch from legal and finance. I figure he wants 
confirmation on the email requests I asked Nicholas to 
forward him about the development deal. 


He doesn’t mention it, but he does mention a huge sell-off of 
shares from the company in charge of the development 
though. It just went bust after dropping to less than a cent 
per share... the ones that are left that is. 


Mine. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


J ules 


I’m no genius, but when I hear the message playing in 
Mason’s car, I know it’s not good news. 


He doesn’t look too surprised though, and I’m not sure 
what it actually means. 


“We can...” I start, but he smiles, shaking his head. 


“No. Today is our day. I told you that, plus we really do need 
some kickass clothes for that meeting now,” he muses, half 
to himself. 


I decide to zip it and let Mason do what he has to do, but 
I’m stil not sure what I can do to help with this 
development or even the charity for that matter. 


He makes one call while driving, to Nicholas, his PA who 
doesn’t answer. 


Mason goes quiet after that until we hit the main strip of 
the downtown shopping district. 


I’ve only ever seen this end of town from the bus, all the 
high end fashion house stores. Places I could never afford to 
even look in the windows. 


Mason perks up once we pull up to what he tells me is his 
favorite place for just about everything. 


“They do all my suit and watches, they have a jeweler right 
inside,” he says excitedly, adding, “They do women’s stuff 
too.” 


“Aren’t you worried?” I ask him, wondering if he should be 
spending any money if one of his companies just went 
broke. 


“The only thing I’m worried about is if they still have any 
food left,” he says, winking at me. 


“Food?” I protest, thinking he might not have heard me 
properly. 


“Yeah,” he says eagerly. “They almost always have 
something going.” 


I feel a moment of complete hesitation. I’m wearing sweat 
pants and track shoes, I can’t walk into a high end boutique 
store... 


“Its fine, Jules,” Mason says, putting his hand on my arm. 


“I practically keep them in business, my watches, it’s a 
thing I have,” he says bashfully glancing at his wrist, but it 
doesn’t do much for my anxiety. 


How can a boutique have food anyway? 


Mason parks right out front, and to my surprise, we’re 
greeted by two uniformed doormen who open each side of 
the car and welcome Mason as if they’ve spent all day 
waiting for him. 


The outside of the building is almost blink and miss it, with 
the huge brass doors being the only give away that there’s 
even anything inside. 


Once inside though, I literally need Mason to hold me up by 
my arm. Craning my neck I almost topple over, looking up. 


“Tt’s beautiful!” is all I can say. 


At least three floors of glittering glass and marble 
staircases, each with a stylish, modern theme for men’s, 
ladies, and general fashion. 


I think. I’m no fashionista, but the whole place reeks of 
class, style... and money. Lots of money. 


There’s a jeweler, just as Mason said, with an armed guard 
tipping his hat to Mason when he sees him. But best of all, 
there’s the smell of fresh roasted coffee, bread, bacon, 
cookies, and everything else that just smells like home. 


Not my home, but what I wish my house did smell like... if I 
even baked or cooked. 


“Mr. Mason!” A warm, deep voice calls out. 


An older man, impeccably dressed appears out of nowhere, 
taking the hand Mason’s offered and then looking to me 
with nothing but the same warmth and respect. 


“This is Ms. McPherson, Giles. She’s working under me 
directly and we’d like a new wardrobe for her,” Mason says 
casually. 


“Jules, this is Giles, my tailor and watch dealer and very 
dear friend. He’ll have someone size you and we can grab 
something to eat.” 


I don’t know what to say, but once Giles snaps his fingers, 
two women, as well dressed as he is appear and usher me 


upstairs. 


Before I let go of him, Mason whispers that they’re safe and 
won't bite and that he’ll be along in any minute. 


I can hear Mason telling Giles that I'll need formal, 
business, and casual wear, “And a watch, of course... Oh! 
You don’t do jeans by any chance?” he adds, and I turn to 
see an amused look on the tailors face as he holds an open 
hand towards the jewelry counters on the ground floor 
before I disappear into another world. 


A world of fabric swatches, tasteful measurements, and not 
even a brow raised or anything mentioned about my size 
and shape for once. 


The two women are slightly deadpan but obviously serious 
about their work, they ask me a few questions about my 
underwear and both look at each other once I make face. 


After I’ve been measured, they walk me through to a 
private suite filled with lingerie and every kind of fabric and 
lace I could dream of. 


“Choose from the rack and we'll have them custom 
altered,” one of the women says politely, planting me in 
front of what looks like the larger sizes. 


“If you need help, just ring the bell,” she adds, letting a 
warm smile flash across her face. 


I don’t feel awkward or embarrassed for just being me. I 
feel like I’m in a store where they let you do what you want 
and give you the space to do it. 


I can see why Mason shops here. 


I’ve only ever been an off the rack kind of girl, usually only 
finding undies that barely fit or are way too big. 


I wonder if people with money are always happy because of 
their underwear though, once I try some on. The ones I 
know will fit. 


It’s like nothing I’ve felt before, having things so close that 
actually fit. I almost start to cry, but it’s from sheer 
happiness. 


The woman who showed me in comes back, introducing 
herself as Linda and I don’t even think to try and cover 
myself up. I actually feel pretty good with what I have on, 
wondering if Mason will like it. 


“Perfect,” she says with professional satisfaction, inviting 
me to take my time and pick out anything I want, and to 
come through when I’m ready to look over some fabrics. 


I open my mouth to tell her... to try and voice my concerns 
that I really don’t have any money. 


Reading my mind, or just knowing the look, Linda comes 
over and pats my arm. 


“Tt’s quite alright, Mr. Mason has an account and he’s told 
us to make sure you get everything you need... everything,” 
she adds, casting her eyes to the hardly there lingerie while 
she hands me a robe. 


“Come on through when you’re ready, no rush,” she says 
softly. 


I do take my time, almost losing track of it altogether, and 
just in the underwear department. 


Wincing when I look at the pile I’ve made, I remind myself 
what Linda just said. 


Anything I need, right? 


Hugging myself in the robe, which is gorgeous too, I 
wonder if I can keep it when I move out into the other room 
and see a selection of outfits laid out, with Linda there 
again waiting patiently as she arranges a selection of huge 
bottles of fragrances on a glass countertop. 


I feel my chest tighten, nervous again. I suddenly feel like I 
want Mason, like all this is too much. I look around for a 
clock to check the time, and Linda comes over, opening a 
jewelry case with a diamond studded watch in it. 


I feel like I can’t breathe. 


Setting the watch aside, Linda takes my arm and sits me 
down on a velvet chair, offering me a cup of tea. 


“T want Mason... Mr. Thorne,” I stammer, feeling the walls 
are starting to close in on me. 


Linda gives me a small smile and with a subtle movement of 
her head, and signals her co-worker. 


In seconds, Mason is in front of me, kneeling down and 
holding my hand in his. 


He looks around at the spread of clothes, fragrances, 
lingerie and what I assume are stacked boxes of jewelry 
and starts to chuckle to himself, stroking my cheek. 


“Just a little overwhelmed. It’s alright ladies. I’ll take it from 
here,” he says gently without taking his eyes off mine and 
they silently leave the room. 


As soon as they’re gone, I hug Mason’s neck, almost 
starting to cry. 


“I’m sorry... It’s just... all these things... it’s all so 
expensive...” I blubber. 


Mason strokes my hair, kissing the top of my head and 
makes soothing sounds, telling me it’s alright, that maybe 
the girls went a little overboard. 


“T did tell them to fit you out with everything. Sorry if it’s a 
bit much,” he says, and wonder why on earth he’s 
apologizing. I’m the one making a fool out of myself. 


“Are those jeans?” I ask, sniffing away my emotions, biting 
my lip once he stands to show them off. 


“Sure are. How do they look?” he asks, looking a little self- 
conscious himself. 


“T’ve worn those suits for as long as I can remember. 
Haven't worn jeans since...” 


His voice trails off, and he laughs when he notices me 
staring at his crotch and then his ass in the mirror behind 
him. 


He has a light colored T-shirt on too, molding to his 
muscular frame like saran wrap, making me wonder again 
if any of this is even real. 


“Let’s grab something to eat,” he says tenderly, stroking my 
hair back behind my ear. 


“There’s no one else here, I had them shoo everyone away. 
It'll be just you and me,” he promises. 


Once we eat, I do feel a lot better. Less overwhelmed but 
still a little bit like I’m in a fairy tale. 


“You'll get used to it,” Mason says smiling, reading my mind 
again, taking my hand in his over the table and leaning over 
to kiss it. 


But I can’t help feeling awkward still. 


Like I’m the only one not contributing anything. And Mason 
has so much else to worry about. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


I’m the luckiest man alive, the man who has everything. 


Having Jules by my side, having claimed her properly as my 
woman now. It’s perfect. Everything’s perfect. 


She’s perfect. 


But it seems the more I try to make Jules happy, the harder 
she takes it. 


The harder I make it for myself. 


She likes me in jeans and a tee, and so do I. But maybe 
trying to fit her out with a million dollar wardrobe in one 
afternoon was too much. 


I thought girls liked to shop? 
Over our late lunch, I get it out of her. 


“You just lost a company, Mason, and now you want to buy 
me all these clothes. And the jewelry?” she exclaims, 
looking worried. 


I try not to laugh, but I can’t help it. 


“Jules,” I calmly inform her. “That real estate development 
company? That’s about a half a percent of my holdings. And 
if you want to split hairs, I think you’re worth a million 
Thorne enterprises put together. Ild sell it all tomorrow if it 
meant we could just-” 


I stop mid-sentence, enjoying the idea of selling and riding 
off into the sunset with just her. Then watch as her face 
becomes a puzzle as my smile beams, I lean over and 
holding her face with both my hands, I kiss her deeply. 


“Thank you!” I tell her, smiling wider than ever. “That 
auction donation saved me around six million in taxes too by 
the way... so a few clothes and a watch? I wouldn’t sweat 
it,” I tell her, reminding myself to go slow with her. 


Most people think a thousand dollars is a lot of money, 
Mason. 


My phone pings and I cringe, forgetting I left it on. 
“Sorry,” I tell her. “This is supposed to be just us today.” 


Jules shrugs, and feeling a lot better about things, she helps 
herself to some cheesecake and I steal a forkful from her. 


It’s delicious. 


The message though. Fitch has been digging, asking 
around. Turns out none of the executives even know about 
tomorrow's meeting. 


I CC him on the original email instructions I sent Nicholas 
and ask Fitch to arrange it ASAP. 


Jules winks at me, sucking her fork as I feel her barefoot 
creeping up between my legs, giving me a welcome 
distraction. 


I’d normally be furious about work, but Jules, when she’s 
happy, makes me happy, just by her being here. 


Even if she’s not happy, it’s a lot easier to achieve than 
trying to dodge these Thorne executives’ knives in my back. 


Where is Nicholas though? 


“Are we heading back to your place?” Jules asks, teasingly. 
Her foot starting to work the thick line of my arousal 
through my jeans, making me appreciate the adjustments I 
had Giles and his tailors make. 


‘T just need a little extra room in the front of my pants from 
now on...’ 


“Are you done shopping?” I ask her, feeling a low growl 
escape me as she purrs, pressing her foot harder into my 
member. 


“Pm only gonna want you to tear all those clothes off me 
anyhow,” she coos after glancing around to make sure we 
really are alone. 


I’ve never finished up a meal quicker in my life. Once Jules 
gets dressed, a simple jeans and tee arrangement to match 
mine I had them run up, I pump Giles’ hand on the way out, 
telling him to have everything sent over when it’s ready and 
patting my side pocket I give him a wink. 


“Send the account up too!” I add, noting how pleased he 
looks to see me with a girl on my arm for once. 


“Yes, Mr. Thorne. Right away,” he calls out after us as we 
literally skip back to my car like a couple of teenagers on 
spring break. 


It seems easier to get Jules in the mood when we’re alone, 
and when there’s no pressure, food helps too, I’m noticing 
but that could just be from my end too. 


I struggle to focus the few blocks drive back to my place, 
with Jules recounting all the ways she wants me to please 
her once we get there. 


I have to order her not to touch me too much when I’m 
driving. “It’s too dangerous. I just can’t focus when you do 
that,” I tell her honestly. 


I make it in good time, feeling a dampness start to spread at 
the top of my new jeans by the time I have her in my arms 
in the elevator on the way up. 


Once the doors open, she’s got her legs wrapped around 
my waist, and I’m kissing her and stumbling to get to 
something soft enough to lay her on as quickly as possible. 


We’re both breathing heavily, laughing, and gasping by the 
time I start to unbutton her jeans. 


“See?” she tells me, rolling her eyes with an ‘I told you so’ 
look. 


“TIl have you barefoot and pregnant in no time,” I promise 
her, watching her eyes widen and then we both stop for a 
second, thinking about what I just said. 


The sound of someone clearing their throat from the 
doorway of my office startles us both. 


“Nicholas” I exclaim angrily. “What the fuck, man?” 


I slowly get to my feet, making sure I put myself between 
Jules and Nicholas. I don’t want anyone seeing her 
anywhere near undressed or on her back except me. 


And in my own fucking house too. 


I’m surprised, to say the least, but what surprises me more 
is the look in his eyes. He’s not sorry or even ashamed to be 
in my office, in my house without my permission. 


“T thought you were on holiday?” I growl, moving forward, 
but he holds his ground. 


Once I notice my laptop and desk computer glowing behind 
him, I start to realize he’s not just catching up on some 
work. 


“You didn’t return my calls. You didn’t even follow my email 
instructions. What have you been doing Nicholas?” I ask, 
my voice getting lower and my hands starting to knot into 
fists as I get closer to him. 


But still, he won’t budge. He won’t even say a word. 


One of his brows finally goes up, and he can see past me 
now, he frowns once his eyes scan Jules up and down. I can 
sense she’s standing now, probably wondering what the hell 
all this is about. 


“Jules... this is Nicholas. Nicholas, this is Jules,” I introduce 
them, just in case either one is wondering. 


I stop a foot away from Nicholas, he looks tired, exhausted. 
If it were any other day, under any other circumstances, I’d 
be worried about him. 


I’d care. 
But not today, not after this weekend. 


He sighs loudly, sounding more annoyed than apologetic, 
and stepping to one side he ushers me into my office. 


Ushers me into my fucking office. 


I give Jules a serious look, motioning for her to stay put, she 
gives a nod and takes a seat. 


At least I can trust one person in this building. 


I close the doors to my office gently, and mustering some 
professional calm, I take my seat at my desk. 


From his body language, I can tell Nicholas would prefer to 
stand. 


He has a ‘fire me’ face, which I’ve seen in dozens of people 
over the years, but something in his features changes, as if 
he’s just remembered something. 


“I’m sorry, Mason,” he says, which has me doing a double- 
take. In the twenty years, he’s worked for me, he’s always 
called me Mr. Thorne. Never Mason. 


“Sorry?” I ask, staying seated if only to wait for my arousal 
to simmer down. “Sorry!” 


He looks at me impassively. 


“You ignore my instructions. You disappear right when I 
need you the most, then I come home and find you in my 
office, in my house, snooping,” I snarl, my voice growing 
louder and angrier by the second. 


“Snooping?” he asks and stifles a guffaw, which only makes 
me angrier than I already am. 


“I did come back as soon as I could,” he say, more contempt 
than anything in his voice. It’s like he’s a different man, like 
the old Nicholas has been possessed or he has an evil twin. 


“T was in your office, arranging things that needed doing, 
and I only went into your rooms to try and find you. Your 
phone’s been on silent this afternoon,” he says calmly. 


I fish my phone out of my pocket, tossing it in front of me, 
not buying his story. 


Not buying his attitude. 


“Why didn’t you email every executive for tomorrow’s 
meeting like I asked? Why didn’t you forward the purchase 
proposals through to the investors like I asked? This needed 
to happen straight away, Nick, not whenever it suits you, 
and certainly not with you creeping around here when I’m 
not home. When I’m-” 


“Entertaining?” he asks with a sly smile, interrupting my 
own train of thought. 


I feel my eyes narrowing, not wanting to waste any more 
time playing games. 


“Where are we at then? Is the meeting set?” I ask him 
pointedly. “The investors, are they gonna take the more 
than generous offer I spelled out?” 


He studies me for a moment, looking like good old Nicholas 
for just a second until that strange look comes back into his 
eyes again. 


“T wouldn’t know, Mason. I forgot to send your emails... and 
last time I looked, the real estate investors were selling 
their shares to try and recoup some of their losses,” he 
adds, trying not to smile again. 


“Get out,” I hear myself saying in a low voice. “Leave your 
keycard on the desk and get out.” 


His eyes widen for a moment, not expecting this from me. 
“Sir, If you could just leave it until tomorrow, maybe the day 
after. It’ll all look clearer then, I promise,” he says 
knowingly, but my eyes are past him, on the door and I’m 
ready to call security to have him thrown out if need be. 


After a few moments facing me off, he sighs again, tossing 
his keycard in front of me and walking out the door. 


“You could do a lot better than what’s in there too, Mason,” 
he murmurs on his way out, stabbing a thumb towards the 
other room where Jules is. 


Once I hear the elevator close behind him, I feel all the air 
rushing out of me, like I’ve been sucker punched. 


Locking my office doors, I make my way back to Jules, 
feeling nothing but relief when I see her sitting there, 
waiting for me. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


J ules 


I know It’s only been a day, maybe two, but I’ve never seen 
Mason so wound up as when he comes back through the 
door. I have no idea what’s happened, but instead of asking 
if he wants me to leave, I know that he needs me now more 
than ever. 


I just go to him, I put myself in front of him and wait for him 
to tell me what he wants or what he needs. 


“Let’s just go to bed, Jules. I only want one thing right now 
and I’m looking at her.” 


I want to ask him a million things, but seeing him smile 
when I let him hold me after he’s kissed me and whispered 
what he wants to do to me in his bed, I decide to leave it 
alone and just enjoy the one thing I know we both need 
right now. 


Each other. 


I feel a pleasant ache all over when I wake up, the bed is 
empty but Mason warned me in advance about his early 
riser habit, so I content myself to snuggle under the covers, 
breathing in his scent and taking in his warmth which 
lingers. 


I can hear him whistling cheerfully from the kitchen, which 
makes me smile as I close my eyes, waiting for him to come 
back. 


Knowing somehow, that he’ll have something for me. 
I just know he will. 


Hearing Mason humming now, getting closer, I have to fight 
not to squeal out loud, I feel so excited. 


I’m picturing him naked... maybe a rose in between his 
teeth, bringing me breakfast in bed. 


Breathing in deep and stretching myself out under the 
covers, I ready myself for another one of his special 
climaxes. 


I roll over and open my eyes. 


It’s Mason, a cup of coffee in one hand and a pressed outfit 
for me in the other, and a bundle of papers under one of his 
arms. 


He’s in his suit again. And it looks like mine arrived early 
this morning. 


“Fifteen minutes until the meeting. We can’t be late,” he 
chimes, and sets down my coffee, lays the outfit on the bed 
next to me, pecks my cheek and he’s gone again. 


The sound of his humming disappearing once I hear his 
office door closing. 


I guess this is day one as whatever it is I am now... on a 
work day. 


A Monday. 


I throw myself back against the pillows, moaning with that 
ache again, the memory of Mason inside me yesterday and 
most of last night still so fresh I have to smile as I sigh to 
myself. 


But I also realize he’s serious. Fifteen minutes to shower 
and get dressed for his meeting. 


He’s all play when it’s playtime, but I know that Mason 
Thorne is all business when it comes to business. 


I slurp my scalding hot coffee on my way to the shower, 
running that hotter than usual to soothe some of my aches, 
but try as I might by the time I’m scuttling for the board 
room opposite reception, I see the door closing. 


Crap! 

I’m late for my first day, my first meeting. 
Whatever it is I’m supposed to be doing. 
Crap! 


I tiptoe up to the huge walnut doors, and I can hear 
Mason’s deep voice as he starts to address everyone in the 
room. 


I open one door just a fraction and seeing everyone’s 
attention turned somewhere else, I try to slide in unnoticed. 


“Ah! Ms. McPherson. Thank you for joining us,” Mason says, 
appearing beside me and scaring the daylights out of me. 


Everyone’s eyes turn from the giant screen at the front 
back to me, and to Mason. 


“Everybody, this is Jules McPherson. She’s starting with us 
today. She’s my new...assistant... and uh... more than that, 
anything she asks of you or gives approval to, it’s the same 
as if it came from my own mouth,” he stammers nervously, 
although his voice is still deep and true. 


He shoots me a quick wink and ushers me into a giant 
leather chair, right next to his at the head of the even 
bigger board room table. 


There must be thirty people, mostly men but a few women, 
all as sharply dressed as Mason and all looking at me like I 
should be saying something. 


“Sorry I’m late,” is all I can manage, and like at a tennis 
match, all eyes shift to Mason, earnestly looking to him for 
what comes next. 


He picks up where he left off, referring to the screen which 
has a bunch of graphs and charts on it. Someone passes me 
a thick, leather-bound portfolio, which I open after noticing 
everyone else has one and they seem to be studying it with 
great interest. 


Mason continues, “I’d like to thank Marcus Fitch and his 
team who pulled an all-nighter to get this data to us. Great 
work, Marcus.” 


Mason holds out his hand, singling out one man at the table. 


A murmur goes around the table, pages turn and the guy I 
assume is Marcus stands up, clearing his throat. 


Marcus starts to speak, but after about thirty seconds I 
can’t follow what he’s saying. I look down at my outfit, 
comparing it to the other women at the table. 


Damn, I look pretty good in this, even without the diamond 
watch. 


Mason shoots me a smile while everyone’s noses are 
following the narrative along with their portfolio data. 


Mason lets Marcus run his presentation before summing it 
up in his own words, which I know is for my benefit only. 


The rest of the board are looking at Mason like he’s 
cracked. 


“Its basically this folks. Thorne industries is changing. It 
has changed. There’s not going to be any more underhand, 
behind my back deals... on anything.” 


Most eyes are on Mason as I look around, but quite a few 
aren’t. They’re looking at me and then to the door. 


Mason opens a briefcase in front of him, pulling out a stack 
of large envelopes while he speaks. 


“I only found out about a proposed development, a cheap 
land grab really, because of the auction we ran for the 
charities the other night. The soup kitchen Ms. McPherson 
was representing, I found out, was only part of it. Twelve 
city blocks all bought from the city at giveaway prices, with 
only a few of you signing off on it, deliberately keeping it 
from me. Why? Because you know I wouldn’t have gone 
along with it.” 


A few people start to shift in their seats. Mason starts to 
move around the table, putting one envelope in front of 
each person. Except me. 


No envelope for me. 


“Tf it wasn’t for that auction. If it wasn’t for Ms. 
McPherson’s generosity and tireless efforts to serve others, 
I would never have gone down there and I would never 
have met Florence, the manager who told me the whole 
place had been bought out from under them.” 


Mason stops to let his words sink in. But I can see he’s also 
struggling not to show his own emotions, especially when 
he looks at me. 


“Mason Thorne does not put people out on the street. 
Mason Thorne does not kick people when they’re down.” 


Someone stands, trying to interrupt Mason, but his pointing 
finger and look of total contempt sees the man sitting down 
again quickly. 


“You and a few others, including my own personal assistant 
of twenty years went behind my back and tried to use my 
name to make more money for yourselves than you thought 
was fair as part of your tenure with my company.” 


The last of the envelopes have been passed out and Mason 
is back at the head of the table, his leather chair creaking 
under the grip of his huge hands on the back of it. 


“T’m buying back the latest so called Thorne development, 
by hook or crook. Using the entire company’s assets to back 
me if need be, and IIll be buying back every other similar 
deal that whoever responsible thought they could slip past 


n 


me. 


Eyebrows go up, a few toss forward their portfolio folders, 
and a general murmur of disagreement erupts. 


“If you don’t like it. If you can’t see a future here at Thorne 
or if you are one of those who knows they’ve wronged me 
and my name, open the envelope in front of you.” 


The entire room goes silent. 


Several men and one woman loudly tear open their 
envelopes. 


“Is that enough?” Mason asks, moving his eyes from them 
to everyone else sitting around the table. 


“Because if it isn’t, then I’ll have legal schedule an 
appointment to discuss your conduct, maybe even 
recommend an attorney for you too. But if it is a fair price 
and you don’t want to play by my rules anymore, there’s 
your checks and, there’s the door.” 


He says it with such force, such definite power, and 
authority, that I almost get up to rush over and hug him, but 
I manage to contain myself. 


There’s a long, painful silence. I can almost hear half the 
people in the room weighing up their options. 


“You have about a minute left before I call security. Anyone 
who wants out or knows they shouldn’t be here get the fuck 
out,” he says and turns away from everyone to look out the 
huge windows overlooking the city. 


Everyone who opened their envelopes, pick up their checks 
and without looking anyone in the eye leave. 


After a few minutes, Mason turns around. Looking relieved 
he smiles at everyone who stayed, and we all stand 
applauding him. 


Applauding the man and everything he stands for. 
But I make sure I clap the loudest. 


For the man I love. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 


Turning around, I almost half-expect to see only Jules left in 
the room. 


A part of me actually hopes for it to be only Jules left. 
Just her and me. 
But most stayed. 


All the rats and sneaks, I gave them their bolt hole and they 
all took it. Every single one. 


Their mastermind, Nicholas? I’ll deal with him differently. 
No payday for him. 


My plan is radical, stupidly dangerous some would say, and 
some of them do. We go over what’s outlined in the 
portfolio, the good, bad, and the ugly. 


The best and worst case scenarios. 


Either way, Thorne industries will survive. It’ll be a slimmer, 
leaner organization, but it will have the one thing it started 


out with all those years ago. 
Integrity. 
Purpose. 


It’ll serve to do more than just make money for people like 
me who have far too much of it anyway. 


After what’s a grueling few hours for Jules to sit through, I 
give my remaining leaders their objectives. Their new 
agendas and I warn each of them that I’ll watching from 
now on. 


They each shake my hand, passing back their unopened 
checks as they leave through the door. Jules by my side, as 
always. 


Fitch is last, and I hand him his envelope back. “You earned 
this,” I tell him firmly, pressing the envelope back into his 
hand. “We’ll talk about your promotion once things level 
out.” 


He nods in appreciation, haggard. I thought I was tired and 
worn out, this man’s been doing the work of ten for twenty- 
four hours straight. 


I close both the doors gently, sighing with relief. 


“T couldn’t have done that without you, Jules,” I tell her, 
almost collapsing into her arms once we're alone. 


I held my own for a few hours, but I feel exhausted. 


She helps me sit down and pours me some water, about to 
take a seat next to me when I grab a hold of her. 


“Where are you going?” I ask her, smiling and pulling her 
into my lap. I growl as I hold her around her middle, her 
heavy breasts resting on my arms. 


I nuzzle her neck, grateful for the feeling of her body 
leaning back into mine again. 


“That’s not the last of it though, is it?” Jules asks, putting 
her hands over mine, tracing the outline of my fingers with 
hers. 


“Tt never ends,” I tell her honestly. “But the price I just paid 
is what I get for taking my eyes off the ball. I trusted other 
people and they broke that trust, they helped themselves 
using my name and tried to ruin me in the process.” 


I feel her shiver in my arms, and I draw her closer. 


“I thought you said you had plenty of money,” she muses 
innocently, making me chuckle. 


“Oh, I do. I do,” I tell her and myself. “But the thing is, 
honey. The modern corporate mindset isn’t even about 
money, it’s about something even more abstract.” 


I’m grateful too when she doesn’t ask what it is, shifting her 
position after asking me if the door’s locked and I tell her of 
course, she straddles me, hooking her arms around my 
neck and starts to grind on my lap. 


“It feels like lunchtime,” she purrs, making me laugh and 
groan with pleasure at the same time. 


“Real lunch or this lunch?” I ask, flexing my hips so she can 
feel me through her own dress pants. 


“Hmmm. Hate to disappoint you lover boy, but my stomach’s 
telling me real lunch. I didn’t even have breakfast,” she 
confesses, and I have to admit, I could use a bite myself. 


Picking her up in my arms, I carry her out through the 
doors and across the empty reception area, back home. 


“Do you really want to live here?” she asks suddenly as I set 
her down at the kitchen counter, readying ingredients to 
make us some lunch. 


I start to answer, then notice a wistful, almost faraway look 
in her eyes. 


Like she knows something I don’t. 


“T’ve been here, like my habits,” I finally tell her, “Probably 
for too long.” 


She smiles wider, seeming pleased with my answer. 


I settle on toasting some bagels and filling them with a 
variety of meats and relish, a couple I leave untoasted, 
making them smoked salmon and crème fraiche instead. 


Yesterday Jules might have commented on how it’s too 
much food, but today it’s already normal. 


I like that. 


“Where do you want to live?” I ask her after taking a couple 
of bites, the only sounds being our hums and groans of 
satisfaction at finally being able to eat something. 


“And don’t just say wherever I want. I want you to have an 
equal say, even the ultimate say if it’s what you really want,” 
I tell her firmly, sounding like a boss. 


“Its silly,” she says bashfully. 
I wipe a little relish from her chin and lick it from my finger. 


“Tell me,” I prompt her, feeling butterflies and even a little 
fear because I know she’s already made her mind up. 


“Tve always wanted a house in the suburbs you know, the 
white picket fence, long driveway. The whole bit.” 


I feel my heart leap, fear replaced with relief, pride. I am 
proud of her. It’s part of why I love her so much. 


“And kids, one day?” I ask, unable to hold back now. 


“Of course,” she adds. “Lots of kids and maybe some dogs... 
someday,” she adds cryptically, giving me that knowing look 
again. 


Her eyes roll though once she hears the phone on the wall 
ringing. 


“And can we do away with that?” she asks, then laughs as I 
sigh, heaving myself off my stool to answer it out of another 
habit. 


I guess I have to be accessible to someone all the time. 
Someone that isn’t my Jules. 


I figure it must be Fitch or someone who’s working closely 
with the new changes. But to my annoyance, it’s Nicholas. 


Note to self: change this number once I get off the phone. 
Maybe get a restraining order against this guy. 


“Before you hang up,” he starts. “I think there are some 
things you should know, Mason.” 


I feel my jaw clenching and my hand tightens on the phone, 
my first instinct is to hang up, rip the damn phone off the 
wall. 


“After twenty years, just give me a minute,” he says, almost 
pleading. 

There’s some emotion in the old man’s voice, and I grunt 
quietly. 


Jules has cleared the dishes and gives me a little wave 
goodbye, signaling she’s going to the bathroom. 


“You’ve got fifty seconds,” I snarl down the line. 


“T did wrong by you in the end, Mason. But it wasn’t always 
that way. I just got tired of seeing you get more and more 
while I never got anything.” 


The second phase after the ‘fire me’ face is the ‘I didn’t 
mean it, can I have my old job back’ face. 


“You did more than double-cross me Nicholas, you broke 
the law, sold out thousands of people using my name,” I 
reprimand, unable to contain my anger. 


“Your name?” he bellows down the phone. “ Your name!” 


It’s a stupid question, but his anger beats mine down, which 
is replaced with confusion and then silent understanding. 


Something I guess I knew all along, but could never admit. 
Not even to myself. 


“Forty years ago... I had a son. His mother gave her life so 
he could keep his... I was a mess, financially... emotionally... 
I’d just lost my wife of five years...” 


I feel my legs buckling, and I pull up a stool, sitting myself 
down, trying to swallow but my mouth is too dry all of a 
sudden. 


“Our boy was adopted out, but I never forgot him. I never 
thought I’d see him again.” 


“Until you came to work for me,” I say aloud, feeling like 
I’ve double-crossed myself all these years somehow. 


“How did you know?” I ask him, still suspicious the old man 
could be up to something else, a new con maybe? But no, I 
know it’s the truth. 


“That little birthmark under your arm, shaped like a cross 
almost. It’s different now, but when you were born its how 


we knew you were special, that somehow you’d change the 
world. Make it better.” 


I clear my throat, pulling myself together. 


“So, why try to ruin me, why try and take it all as your own? 
I know how you did it now. You had access to all my 
investors, my friendly and not so friendly competitors. It 
was nothing for you to contact them, even act on my behalf, 
telling all the lies needed to get what you wanted.” 


He’s silent for a moment, then continues, “Aye, it was simple 
enough. I just got sick of seeing you, my only son as the man 
who had it all while I had nothing. Lately, you’d sign 
anything I put in front of you, you trust me that much.” 


“ Trusted,” I correct him, looking at my watch. 
“And that’s your time up,” I inform him, ready to hang up. 


“Aren’t you even going to forgive your own father?” he asks, 
his voice trembling with emotion, but mine’s recovered. I 
can hear Jules humming as she comes back into the kitchen. 


I know where my loyalty lies. 


“T might’ve,” I tell him in a low voice. “Except you made the 
worst call, telling me I could do better than Jules. Look out 
for my subpoena in the mail, as well as the cops knocking. 
I’ll see you in court, asshole.” 


I hang up, taking a second to breathe in and then out while 
I yank the cord from the wall. 


“Everything alright?” Jules asks, sidling up next to me, 
stroking my face with her hand. 


“Better now,” I tell her. “Just a ghost from the past... Say, 
what kind of dogs were you thinking about?” 


CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 


J ules 


I might not know much about high finance, but I’m no 
dummy when it comes to who’s on the phone. 


I know it’s that Nicholas man. Mason said he’s one of the 
few who has access to that number. I also know that no 
matter how much Mason wants me by his side 24/7, I know 
when to make myself scarce too. 


I take a bathroom break, and by the time I come back to the 
kitchen, I can’t help but overhear. And I think I hear enough 
to get the picture anyway. 


I turn back, giving Mason his privacy, waiting until I think 
he’s done before going back into the kitchen. 


I can’t help it either, the passing thought. 


There’s just too many stairs in this place too... the kids... 
They don’t come out with common sense or big enough to 
climb stairs the right way. 


Remembering what Mason said about keeping me barefoot 
and pregnant, it makes me smile. I find myself standing in 
the wide hallway bathed in sunlight, rubbing my belly just 
thinking about it. 


And it’s not the bagels I’m feeling in there. 


Maybe that’s why he wants a family. Maybe that’s why I do 
too, we’ve never known any ourselves. 


I hear Mason winding his call down, I know it’s not on a 
happy note either from his tone. I hum as loud as I can to 
let him know I’m coming. 


I suddenly want to tell him that he can have me barefoot 
and pregnant if he wants, that all I want in this life is him, 
him, and his children. 


Inside me and all around us. 


If money’s no problem, then I don’t have to work. I can 
work at what I feel like doing best, loving my man, and 
raising our kids. 


Why should life be any more complicated than that? 


Mason’s better at dealing with some things than I am, and 
he looks like he’s dealt with his own demons in a matter of 
seconds. 


I can’t say I’m sad to see that phone cord ripped from the 
wall either, I don’t want anyone bugging us unannounced 
anymore either. 


I ask if he’s okay and he replies by asking which kind of 
dogs I was thinking of. 


It makes me smile, proving that Mason is thinking like I am, 
not worrying so much about the business side of his life. 


But that still concerns me too. 


I nestle myself between his legs as he sits on a stool, his big 
arms wrapping around me and his nose touching mine. 


“Are you sure you want to do this?” I ask him in reply, 
knowing that once he’s made his mind up its how things will 
be. 


“Dogs?” he says, smiling. “Absolutely! But you’re right, we’d 
need a house first. Can’t have a pack of mutts running 
around up here,” he says, looking around as if he’s already 
considered having dogs. 


As if dogs are the only thing we're really talking about. 


“I mean... moving from here. Not being one door away from 
your boardroom,” I explain. 


“Everything has happened so fast, Jules. I know it has,” he 
says calmly, hugging me close and then pecking my lips. 


“But I know when it’s time for a change. I always have. I 
feel it in my bones,” he explains, and gently guides my hand 
to his lap. 


“Feel that?” he asks, grinning like a maniac, making me 
laugh until I gasp, curling my fingers around his thickness. 


“T feel it,” I hear myself moan lightly. “But I’m serious. I 
don’t want you to wake up in a week or a month and look at 
me, thinking if it wasn’t for me you could have done so and 
SO...” 


Mason grunts, frowning. 


“I just don’t want you to become another Nicholas,” I say 
out loud, regretting it straight away. “I didn’t mean it like 
that,” I say quickly. 


“How much did you hear?” he asks. Then, “Or rather, how 
much did you figure out for yourself just now?” 


“Tt’s none of my business,” I let him know. “I just don’t want 
you making rash decisions when you’re-” 


He interrupts me, smiling. Squeezing me tighter. 
“When I’m what? In love?” 


I feel my breath catch, then shiver. I realize too that maybe 
I’m the one who’s scared of making a commitment. 


Maybe I’m the one who feels a little, okay... a lot afraid of 
changing her life overnight. 


“I do love you, Jules. More than any words can Say,” he tells 
me again. 


“And I love you too, Mason,” I echo back to him, really 
meaning it because I do. 


“T just... I guess I just don’t want you to get tired of me or 
think this is a mistake somewhere down the line,” I admit. 


He’s the only good thing to ever happen to me, and 
although I know he feels the same about me, I can’t stand 
the thought of losing him, not even after our short time 
together. 


“I wanted you, Jules, I admit that. I went through all that 
auction business and panicking at the thought you might 
not want me... being ahem... slightly older...” he says, 
flushing a little. 


“But now I need you,” I feel my heart melting, my body 
melting into his as I lean forward, enchanted by him when 
he talks to me like that. 


“I need you for a million reasons. The biggest one is 
because I love you,” he reminds me yet again, kissing me 
tenderly. 


“And what are the other reasons?” I ask, glancing sideways, 
hoping they’re not doing laundry and dishes, making 
dinner, and being some kind of wallflower or housefrau. 


“Barefoot and pregnant, fine,” I declare. “But I don’t want 
to miss seeing you, being with you.” 


“You won't,” he says, utterly certain of himself. 


“T need a business partner, like I said in the meeting today, 
one who’s word carries as much weight a mine, although... 
if you get stuck, I’d appreciate a consult,” he adds, intuiting 
my current lack of anything corporate. 


I laugh softly, wondering if.. 


“T also want you to head up the charity kitchen details, the 
whole real estate project, to be honest. If it wasn’t for you, 
all those people would be out of a home, yourself included. 
Who better to manage it than a local, someone who knows 
her neighborhood?” 


I feel my stomach turn. “That’s a lot of responsibility,” I hear 
myself saying. Wincing and already telling myself I can’t. I 
shouldn't. 


“Tt is,” Mason agrees, “but if we’re putting your name on it, 
you'll know how to handle it, I’m sure of that!” he exclaims, 
fidgeting a hand in his jacket pocket. 


He looks nervous like he’s thinking ahead of what his mouth 
is Saying. 


“My name?” I ask, totally confused now. 


“That’s right. Actually, I’m thinking about whether to do it 
on everything, alphabetically or should we do it by 
experience?” 


I feel my jaw dropping, my mind going completely blank. 


“T mean, should it be Thorne-McPherson or McPherson- 
Thorne?” 


I feel my head shaking like I’ve missed something. 


“Should what be?” I ask, “The soup kitchen charity?” 
sounding blonder than I mean to. 


Mason laughs loudly, clapping his hands in both pockets, 
looking panicked for a second, then relieved when he finds 
what he’s looking for. 


“Here’s the contract,” he says, and I notice his hands 
trembling slightly as he produces a small, blue velvet box. 


I make a strange sound, a cry of disbelief and a squeal of 
excitement. 


I know a ring box when I see one, but I feel my head 
shaking. I can’t believe it. 


“Hear me out,” Mason says hurriedly. 


“I want you to be my business partner, to help me run 
everything, fifty-fifty, but I also want you to be mine... 
forever.” 


He slowly opens the lid, revealing what looks like the hope 
diamond on a collar of smaller ones, bathing the kitchen 
and both of us with a rainbow of light which it catches, 
streaming through the huge windows. 


“Forever,” he repeats. “I want you, Jules. Body and soul. If 
we’re gonna have a family, they’ll need a mommy and a 
daddy, not two high powered business executives too busy 
to sit and play with them, to teach them all about life, about 
love.” 


I’m still shaking my head, speechless. 


“T want you to be my family, Jules. I want you to be my wife. 
My best friend, my lover.” 


He stares at me for what feels like ages. “Will you stop 
shaking your head and say yes woman?” he asks pleadingly, 
looking worried I might say no, or even run again. 


“Can I make Karen work in the soup kitchen?” I ask quickly, 
watching his split-second recall without him even flinching. 


“She already does. I put through her transfer over the 
weekend, she'll find out sometime tomorrow.” 


“Yes!” I say out loud, pumping my fist in front of me. “Yes, 
yes, yes!” 


Mason furrows his brow in question, looking worried for a 
moment. 


“I mean yes to everything! Of course, I'll marry you, Mason. 
If that’s what you’re asking?” 


We both repeat yes! Until we can’t keep ourselves from 
each other a second longer. 


He picks me up, carrying me to our bed, promising to make 
good on his predictions for barefoot and pregnant. 


Although, a little something tells me we might already be 
well on our way there. 


EPILOGUE 


SIX MONTHS LATER 


With Jules in charge of overseeing the neighborhood 
redevelopment, it means she’s spends more time than I’d 
like down there. I head down every chance I get but she’s 
told me off already for butting in on several occasions. So I 
busy myself with other things. 


The place is ancient, one of the last houses still standing 
from early settlers by the looks, feels like it anyway, but it’s 
perfect. 


Will be perfect, once we fix it up. 


My reflex was to either build new or just pay people to 
come fix it, but Jules is trying to keep me away from the 
office, retraining me to be a homebody, which is fine by me 
too. 


Calling her up around noon to see how her day is so far, she 
only works a couple of days a week, but I get antsy not 
having her around. She doesn’t answer. 


Nothing too unusual about that, last time I went down there 
she was dishing out hot meals and re-educating the 
architects about where the best place really is for the ladies 
bathrooms. 


But something isn’t sitting right. 
Something’s off. I can feel it in my bones. 


I try to laugh at the memory of our favorite saying when I 
feel things in my bones, but this time I really do. 


My phone chirps, and picking up I figure its Jules returning 
my call. 


“I'm not checking up on you baby. I was just-” 
But it’s not Jules. 

“Mr. Thorne. Doctor Briggs, at the hospital...” 
My stomach drops, the hospital. 


Before he can even speak I’m rushing for the door, 
snatching up my keys. I know that tone doctors get. I know 
the calls they have to make. 


Life and death calls, I used to make them every day... 
financial ones anyway. 


“Now, don’t panic. It’s just a fainting spell. We have Jules in 
the best hands right now. I’m just calling to let you know-” 


I hang up. I need both hands and all my senses to drive. 


The hospital’s about forty minutes away. I get there in 
twenty, skidding to a halt out front and rushing straight into 
the emergency room. 


Dr. Briggs knows me better than I think or at least 
understands my reputation. Maybe he reads the 


newspapers. He’s waiting not too far from the door, shaking 
his head with a grave look. 


“How bad is she, Doc? Give it to me straight, don’t lie to 
me,” I stammer, rushing up to him, annoyed by his sudden 
smile. 


“You really shouldn’t have driven like a maniac to get here, 
Mr. Thorne. As I was trying to explain to you...” 


But I won’t hear it, I want my Jules and I want her now. 
“Where is she?” I demand, practically grabbing his collar. 


He’s a big guy, but I’m bigger, but both his hands are up in 
a calm and professional way, like when he has to deal with 
lunatics. 


Or over-excited, newly engaged millionaire hospital owners. 
And hopeful fathers to be. 
“Slow down, Mason,” he says firmly, still smiling. 


“I believe congratulations are in order, not hysterics. You 
can save that for when she goes into labor. And I don’t want 
you speeding in your car then either,” he smiles, patting me 
on the shoulder. 


“She’s...? I mean... Are we?” I ask, still stammering. 


“Now, she’s about six months pregnant, Mason. But there is 
no need to worry the new dad,” he adds seriously. 


I feel the color draining from my face. 


“Dad... Daddy?” I murmur absently, and I think the doc 
knows it’s me. He takes me by the arm, and like leading 
someone in a trance, he takes me through to Jules, who’s 
having an ultrasound. 


Seeing her brings me to my sense and I rush to her side, 
stroking her hair back, kissing her so much she can’t speak 
for a few minutes. 


The doctor and a nurse wait patiently, the whooshing sound 
of a strange electronic pulse filling the space between us as 
I realize Jules is holding something to her belly. 


“Can you hear that?” she asks, her eyes shining with tears. 
“That’s our baby’s heartbeat.” 


“Our baby,” I say softly, touching her stomach so gently, 
suddenly afraid she’ll break if things aren’t just right from 
now on. 


“Baby’s a little small for our liking but healthy as a lamb,” 
the doctor says, coming over and adjusting the equipment 
slightly. 


“Would you like to know the sex?” he asks, and we both 
shake our heads in the negative. 


“No,” Jules says, speaking for us both as I take her hand in 
mine. “We want it to be a surprise... like today was.” 


“You didn’t know?” I ask her, still in shock. 


“Did you?” she says in her best tell me off voice. “Geez, 
Mason, I’ve been saying for months how I’m packing on the 
pounds and you’re all just like ‘Duh, more of you to love 
baby,” she says in her best impression of me. 


Doc Briggs backs away, trying not to laugh. “rll give you 
two a moment,” and he steps out with the nurse. 


I don’t mind if she’s making fun of me. I don’t mind at all. 


“We’ll move the wedding up,” I tell her. “I’m not having a 
child out of wedlock.” She laughs at me, thinking I’m being 
funny still, but I mean it. 


“I said Jules, when I asked you to marry me, our kids were 
gonna have a real mommy and a daddy, right from day one. 
No, if’s, and, or but’s.” 


She squeezes my hand, understanding how strongly I feel 
about this. It’s an unspoken thing between us, she never 
mentions her lack of family and I'll always put my family 
first, no matter what. 


“Alright, Mason,” she agrees. 


“And no more construction sites. I want you to take it easy 
from now on, you can delegate from home to work on your 
projects.” 


“Yes, Mason,” she chimes patiently. 


I must list off about a dozen other things before she’s finally 
heard enough. 


“Mason?” 

“Yeah, baby?” I ask her, full of concern. 
“Shut up and kiss me will you.” 

“Yes, Jules.” 


And I do, I kiss her, and I hold her and I tell her a thousand 
times how much I love her. 


How much I’m gonna love her and our baby forever. 


“And Mason?” she asks me after a time. “Maybe make a 
start on the baby’s room, hire a builder will ya? It’s been six 
months and you haven’t even finished starting the front 
porch. 


“Yes, dear.” 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


TWO YEARS LATER 


J ules 


Pd never heard of a groom arranging his own shotgun 
wedding, but that’s what it felt like. Almost straight from 
the hospital after we found out I was heavy for a reason 
that wasn’t bagels, we made our way to the altar with 
Mason’s vows. 


It doesn’t seem that long ago, but baby Jack is already 
doing his own version of walking, and Mason’s got giant 
pails of blue and pink paint at the ready, asking me every 
time I feel even a little tired if I think I might be expecting 
again. 


Okay, maybe a slight exaggeration. But he’s taken to being 
a daddy so well. He loves it so much, I can just tell he’s as 
clucky as I am. 


Not that I’d tell him that to his face, mind you. 
“Honey!” I call up the stairs.” We’ll be late.” 


Damned stairs, the whole point of moving was to avoid 
stairs. ‘We might need the extra room honeybunch.’ 


Baby Jack’s hanging onto the gate at the bottom of the 
stairs, looking up and waiting for his daddy. Looking like 
he’s doing time. 


Or filling his diaper. 
Yep. Great. 


“Never mind, I gotta change Jack, again,” I call up to 
Mason, who’s suddenly gone quiet. 


I don’t think he’d have nerves about the opening... or is it 
because it’s been two years already? 


The time, it’s gone by so fast. 


I hear the heavy thumping of Mason sprinting across the 
upper floor and down the stairs, leaping over the baby gate 
and scooping Jack from me before I can get him to the 
changing table. 


“I got it, honey. You go get ready,” he says, not even 
panting. 


“I am ready, Mason. Have been for twenty minutes, same as 
Jack. What were you doing up there?” I ask, wanting to 
sound annoyed, but always loving to watch my man change 
his little man. 


I take a step back, fanning myself with my hand, feeling 
faint. 


“What’s he been eating?” I exclaim, suddenly wanting to 
heave. 


“Only what we feed him,” Mason murmurs, the clean diaper 
between his pursed lips as he concentrates. 


“We can be late anyway honey,’ he continues. “It’s your 
building, project, neighborhood thingy, whatever you call it, 
you’re the boss,” he says with finality. 


“And our anniversary dinner,” I say, puffing my cheeks at 
the thought of food, really not feeling very well. 


“At the soup kitchen. Great idea by the way hun. Two years 
of wedded bliss. Let’s go have a bowl of chili and some cold 
coffee in a paper cup.” 


He looks up, noticing my face. 


“Sorry, baby. I know it’s a great cause and I know you do 
more than serve up-” 


He doesn’t get to finish. 


In one swift movement, he’s scooped up baby Jack with one 
arm and launched himself over to me, catching me before 
my head hits the sideboard as my legs give out. 


“Alright, it’s alright, everyone’s alright,” he coos, bouncing 
Jack and effortlessly planting me in a chair before he 
examines me. 


“Give him here,” I murmur, taking Jack and bouncing him 
on my knee while Mason squats down in front of us both, 
stroking my hair back and then kissing Jack. 


“Do we need to make a stop at the doctors on the way?” he 
asks, a familiar grin, a devilish glint in his eyes. 


I screw my face up, trying to get mad again, but something 
in me just tells me he’s right. 


“TIl be fine, Mason, just Jack’s stinky diaper got to me. PrI 
make an appointment next week. We’re kind busy this 
week,” I remind him. 


“Anniversary? Then holiday? Remember those?” I hear 
myself whining, trying not to smile. 


But he’s smiling too much for my liking like he knows what I 
just figured out. 


Like I know somehow we’re going to be later than I’d like 
for the opening and for our anniversary dinner. 


Fashionably late, the grand opening of the McPherson- 
Thorne community center goes ahead, followed by a gala 
dinner featuring the menu and serving staff from the 
center’s community outreach program. 


I recognize almost everyone working tonight. I used to 
serve them bland chili and coffee in paper cups... now, they 
have jobs and a place to stay. Places of their own and most 
of them have families now too. 


Florence gives a tearful speech, and I have to pretend I’m 
feeding Jack so she won’t see me cry. I eventually have to 
get up and declare the project officially open, which I do. 


A familiar face hands me the novelty oversized scissors to 
cut the ribbon for the media while Mason holds baby Jack, 
cheering me on. 


“How are you, Karen?” I ask, still amazed she’s stayed on so 
long. I made sure she kept her same salary, but I never 
believed someone like her would spend two minutes doing 
what we do here, let alone two years. 


“Ah, y'know,” she murmurs, narrowing her eyes and looking 
from me to Mason. 


“Not as well as some,” she says, almost sounding bitter, 
when one of the regulars I remember from when I first 
started helping here comes up behind her and squeezes 
her hips, kissing her neck. 


“T’ve had worse jobs,” she says, finally smiling. But not at 
me. Smiling into the eyes of the man she’s found love with 


too. 
Ha. Even Karen has a happy ending. 


It’s Mason’s turn for speeches and as usual, there are a 
million media questions about everything not related to the 
center. 


But he calls for silence, and to my horror, he produces the 
pee test he made me take, right before we arrived, 
announcing to the world that McPherson-Thorne Industries 
has a second heir on the way. 


Right on time to celebrate our second wedding anniversary. 


He shrugs and looks over to me, probably expecting me to 
be mad or embarrassed, but I’m not. 


I only mouth the words I love you. Kissing baby Jack as I 
notice the tear at the corner of Mason’s eye as he smiles for 
the camera. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


TEN YEARS LATER 


“Well, I think it’s stupid,” Jack says gruffly, folding his arms 
and making a face that always reminds me of his momma, 
always makes me smile even though he’s mad. 


Disappointed. 


“That’s just how it goes Jack,” I explain. “Sometimes you 
hook the big fish and sometimes you come home with 
nothing but half the worms you left home with. 


“T never wanna go fishing again!” he nearly shouts and it’s 
my turn to make a face at him in the rearview mirror. 


“Its not so bad, Jack. We'll be going to the lake in a few 
weeks, and we can try again there, okay?” 


But he looks really disappointed. “I just...” he starts, his 
cheeks red and his lower lip trembling. 


Just like his mom, bless him. 


“T just wanted to show you and mommy that I could do stuff, 
that I not just a little kid anymore,” he finally blurts out. 


I feel a pain in my chest, cutting across two lanes of traffic, I 
stop at the nearest safe place. 


I unbuckle myself and get out of the car. I walk around to 
his side, opening his door. 


And I hug my son so hard, for so long. 


“Jack,” I tell him, my own voice cracking with emotion, 
“Mommy and Daddy love you so much, no matter what you 
do. You don’t have to prove anything to us.” 


“I know, Daddy, I know. But you and mommy are always 
doing everything, doing so much for other people. I just 
wanted to... to... contribute,” he manages to say, carefully 
considering the word before he says it. 


“I’m more proud of you right now Jack than if you’d brought 
home half the ocean,” I tell him. “And I know mommy will be 
too when I tell her.” 


“Tell her what?” he asks, looking up at me. 


“When I tell her how you put everyone else first, in your 
thoughts and feelings today, that’s more valuable than 
bringing home any fish for dinner. We can order that in,” I 
remind him. 


“But what you got yourself there son, its called character, 
it’s what makes people great. I love you, Jack,” I tell him. 
Looking up and thanking whoever or whatever it is that 
brought these angels into my life. 


We drive home in better spirits and Jack’s pleased enough 
with himself for being a better person while I’m astonished 
at just how great these kids are, all of them. 


Pulling into the drive, I frown when I see a strange car. 


Beat up. 


Old. 


As we reach the front door I hear a male voice, and my 
back’s up. 


“Go get washed up son,” I tell Jack, ushering him in a 
different direction to the voice and make my way into the 
kitchen in three steps. 


Jules is at the table, baby Sarah on her knee. Joel, our 
second eldest is on someone else’s knee, but I can’t’ see his 
face. 


An old man who speaks before I get there before I even see 
his face. 


“T told Jules you’d probably wanna thump me one, but she 
let me in any way, Mason. Let me in to see my grandkids, 
please.” 


I feel the air rush out of my chest. I shoot Jules a look of 
disbelief, but her eyes are so calm, so peaceful as she holds 
Sarah. 


“When did you get out?” I ask, not even trying to sound 
polite. 


“Oh, a few years back.” 


Nicholas turns in his seat to face me, his eyes move to an 
empty chair nearby. 


“I won’t stay long, Mason. I just wanted to see you again... 
see how you were. You’re looking good, son. Real good,” he 
says. 


I almost recoil at how he’s aged, how small he looks. The 
man I spent so much time and effort putting away, the man 
I relied on for twenty years before that, every day. 


“I haven’t got long, Mason. Not much time-” he starts to say, 
but the sound of Jack talking loudly as he walks into the 
kitchen drowns him out. 


“... Never wanted to go fishing again, but daddy said I did 
well because I put other people first. Told me I have 
character,” he says, addressing his mom, stopping short 
when he sees we have company. 


“And who’s this fine young man?” Nicholas asks. 
Jules stays quiet, and Jack looks from Nicholas to me. 


“This is... This is my dad, Jack. He’s been away for a while 
and he’s come to say hi... maybe even stay a while,” I tell 
him, remembering the lesson he’s just given me on the way 
home. 


Jack looks thoughtful for a moment. “ Your dad? That would 
make him... our Grandpa! Wouldn’t it daddy?” he 
announces innocently. Excitedly. 


“It sure would,” I hear myself saying, “why don’t you 
introduce yourself, Jack? Tell Grandpa Thorne here how you 
taught your old man a thing or two about fishing today.” 


Jack shakes hands with the old man and starts to babble 
excitedly, offering his own room if Grandpa’s going to be 
staying. 

Nicholas’ gray eyes move calmly from Jack’s to mine, then 
back to Jack again. 


I move over and lean in to kiss Jules, my wife. Jack’s 
mommy. Joel’s and Sarah’s mommy too. My business 
partner. My best friend. My love. 


She kisses me back and I want to tell her how proud I am of 
her, of Jack... of all of them so much that it hurts. 


“T love you,” I whisper, hoping she understands everything I 
mean by that. Those three little words. 


With a gentle touch of her hand on mine, she tells me she 
does. 


“T love you too, honey.” 
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